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TRANSVESTIA is dedicated to the needs of those heterosexual persons 
who have become aware of their “other side” and seek to express it. 
The magazine provides — 


EDUCATION — ENTERTAINMENT — EXPRESSION 
to help its readers achieve — 
UNDERSTANDING — SELF ACCEPTANCE — PEACE OF MIND 


in place of the loneliness, fear and self condemnation they have known 
for too long. 


TRANSVESTIA does not condemn nor judge the fields of homosexu- 
ality, bondage. domination or fetishism. These are feft to others to 
develop. They are not part of the areas of interest of this magazine. 


TRANSVESTIA seeks to gather information and to disseminate it to 
interested persons in the medical, legal counseling and scientific pro- 
fessions to further their knowledge about this little understood field. 
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THE COVER SYMBOL 


The symbol! on the cover expresses the philosophy of this publication. 
The head, divided diagonally, represents our two sides — mind (Wisdom) 
and face (Beauty). 


The fateral curving line portrays the ancient Chinese duality of the 
“Yang” (masculinity) and the “Yin” (femininity) — the two aspects of 
human nature. 


The total symbolism indicates the wholeness of a human being — not 
ali masculine — mind and reason, abstract and unseen — and noi all 
feminine — beauty, desirability, and appearance, but rather an integra- 
tion of both. 


RODD DODD ODDO ODO 
A “SAYING” OF JESUS 
- “When you make the two one . . . and when you make the 


MALE AND THE FEMALE INTO A SINGLE ONE ... 
then shall you enter the kingdom.” 


From the Gospel According to St. Thomas. 
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FICTION = — 


‘ LOVE FROM ACROSS THE TRACK 


Ree Helen - Alabama } 


Dr. Darsell towered over my slim, five foot three inch frame, by 
a minimum of eleven inches, and from this vantage point he proceeded 
to read me out of his daughter’s love life. 


“T am sure that you would rather me be frank with you and not beat 
around the bush . . . so I’m going to do just that. I think it is time that 
you and Deborah end this puppy love affair. Your background is 
not that which I desire for my daughter, even though there is nothing 
that my investigation of your life has uncovered that is bad. It is 
simply that I do not consider you good enough to marry her, and want 
her to be free to find someone who is.” 


“But Dr. Darsell . . . we love each other . . . why we have exchanged 
our class rings and I’m saving up to get her an engagement . . . I protest! 


“Enougk of that kind of talk,” he said loudly, “1 said it’s to be ended. 
Here and now!” Pointing his extra long finger at my face he continued. 
“You are henceforth not to call her, write her, or come to see her. You 
aren’t welcome any longer. Do you understand that?” 


I was about to try to reason with him further when Debby spoke up: 
“Daddy, I love Gene. I don’t care what his social standing is. I ara going 
to select my own husband, not you. It’s not fair for you to act like 
this!” 


“This is my business, Deborah. [ didn’t raise you to marry the son 
of a sharecropper. You are forbidden to call him, write him, or see 
him intentionally. Disobey me and you will be severely punished. You 
ill find that I mean it.” 
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“But please ... Dr. Darsell ... let rae explain...” I pleased. 


Turning again Dr. Darsell pointed a very long and menacing fore- 
finger at me, and said: “I would appreciate it very much if you left 
this house immediately, and did not return. 1 am not willing to converse 
with you further.” 


Words cannot describe how I felt at these harsh words. There wasn’t 
anything that I could do but obey him, as it was his house and his teen- 
age daughter. As I turned to leave, Deborah spoke. “He can keep you 
from here, but he can’t make me stop loving you.” 


If | had any consolation, it was these sweet words. With a heart about 
to break, | walked away. thinking of the wonderful times we had had 
together. 


As I moped about the house that evening she called briefly and cheered 
me up a little. “Gene darling ... I do love you. We'll get married... . 
don’t worry ... | promise you that I would and I shall no matter what. 
Somehow, and in some way we will get around daddy and his orders. 
When I think of something | will let you know.” 


There wasn’t much I could say except “I love you.” Her Dad sounded 
pretty definite. The breakup was terrible on my morale in school, my 
personal outlook on things, and just about all that is important. Only at 
school could we be together, and then it was a poor substitute for our 
many hours of close companionship. Once in a great while, we would 
be together at the corner drugstore for a soda or ice cream. 


After several months of this part time courting we met in the drug 
store one evening and Deborah was visibly excited as we sat beside one 
another in the last booth. 


“Gene”... she said, bubbling over... “I’ve finally come up with the 
answer .. . we can be together again!” 


“How can we .. .what do you mean? Has your dad changed his 
mind about us?” | asked in wonder. 


“No!”, she answered. “Daddy is as hard-headed as ever, but I’ve 
figured out a way we can get around him.” 
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Let it be sufficient to say that I was overjoyed at this news. “All right, 
tell me about this brainstorm of yours. I’m ail ears.” 


“You know how daddy always cross examines my dates?” I nodded 
and let her know I fully understood this statement, from personal 
experience. 


“Well, last Friday night Sue Parker spent the night with me. I intro- 
duced her to daddy and he just mumbled “Hi!” to her.” 


For the life of me I couldn’t see any idea in this. “So what?” I asked, 
“‘He’s not worried about a girl dragging his daughter off to get married. 
It’s the boys he is hot and heavy after. Let me walk in sight of him and 
he’ll blow his top.” 


“Right, darling! . . . that’s just it. A boy has to pass inspection but 
a girl can walk around and be ignored.” 

I looked at her inquisitively. “So? ’'m a boy . . . one foot on Darsell 
soil and I’m a dead duck. Uh uh! No thanks . .. I’m not going 


back to your house until he makes it plain that I’m welcome.” 


“Here it is in plain language silly,” she said. “Gene White is not 
going to visit me. It is Jennifer Whaley who shall, and often. I am going 
to teach you to impersonate a female. Then as Jenifer you can even 
spend the night with me.” 


This sounded pretty kooky to me. “You aren’t joking?” She just 
nodded in a negative fashion. “You really mean it?” ! was all but 
dumbfounded. “But I...” 


“You'll make a very pretty girl, with the right clothes, wig, make-up 
and a little training. You wouldn’t just fool daddy, you’d fool any- 
one.” 


Ever the skeptic, I sounded a little doubtful, I know. “But I have 
never owned any clothing of the type girls wear. Someone would see 
through my act.” 


“Not if I gave you instructions for awhile first!” she answered. “It 
will take a lot of effort on your part, but won’t it be worth it if we can 
be together again?” 
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Such an understatement didn’t deserve an answer, but I gave her one 
anyway. “If you can do a convincing job, PH do it. I love you enough 
to try almost anything, but I sure would hate for your Dad to find out 
about it though!” 


She was happy now . . . “I love you too, Gene darling, I wouldn’t 
cross daddy if I didn’t. I have some more good news. He’ll be out of 
town Saturday through Monday night. Could you meet me at our 
cabin near Lake Walco early Saturday morning?” 


Before I knew what she had in mind, | said, “Sure, I can get there on 
my Honda. What time?” 


“Lll be there by eight. I’ve got a trip to make before I can go there or 
I’d say seven. How about that?” 


It suited me fine. 1 could picture us riding around in the speedboat 
together for hours as we had done in the past. “Ill be there!” I] announced. 
And I was. By seven thirty I was parked behind the two bedroom cabin. 
It was very nice and had a dock that led to the boathouse. We had spent 
many hours here in the past. I felt good just waiting for her. At ten before 
eight she drove up in her red Volkswagen. 


Strapped to the luggage rack was a large suitcase. Inside on hangers 
were her dresses. I helped her get these inside the cabin before we kissed 
hello. After the kiss, we held on to one another for several minutes. 
Her eyes were moist and showed a trace of redness. 


“What’s wrong, Deb darling?” I asked. “Did something go wrong?” 


She smiled and said, “No! For a change everything went right. 
I’m just deliriously happy. We girls cry when we are happy, as quickly 
as we do when we are sad.” 


Going over to the large suitcase she opened it and held a pair of her 
panties, and a girdle, out toward me. “Go in the bedroom and strip off 
everything you have one, and then put these on. When you have 
done this call me and I'll come in to help you finish dressing!” 


I must have looked startled, because she repeated this, and explained, 
“I’m going to dress you up as a girl. This is a perfect time for you to 
get in lots of practice. Before we are ready to leave here you will know 
what it’s like to live in a woman’s world.” 


5 


JRansvestia 


Taking the dainty unmentionables in my hand with a bit of appre- 
hension, | obeyed. [t wasn’t difficult to figure the panties. | had seen 
hers under her miniskirts quite often. The girdle was simple, too, a long 
panty girdle with very pretty lace around the legs. It wasn’t but a few 
moments before | called her. 


At this point | must admit to a pleasant sensation which | received 
from walking over to the door in these feminine things, feeling at the 
same time the snug fit, the caress, and also the constriction of the girdle 
at my waist and thighs. 


Deborah whistled softly at my figure in her girdle. “Very nice!” she 
commented. “Now let me slip this padded brassiere on you. I don’t be- 
lieve you could get this on without some help.” I was again thrilled, as 
the tight fitting bra was fastened at my back by her soft hands. 


I looked downward to see two cones pointed slightly upward. 
“They are padded with special inserts.” she advised. “These are what 
women wear when they have breast surgery from cancer. They are very 
realistic. More so than mere rubber pads.” 


As | walked over to the full length mirror to observe how I looked 
she returned with a very pretty slip and dress. I was not a little excited 
over the slow but sure transformation which was taking place. My 
slender build was a natural for such. 


The slip was put on over my head and smoothed in place by her hands. 
I enjoyed their caress. ] enjoyed the attractive and comfortable item of 
underwear also. “It is one of my best,” she warned. “Be careful of 
it please.” We were standing in front of the mirror and had to look 
at our images for a few minutes before continuing. [ still looked like 
what I was: A boy ina slip with very real looking breasts. 


Now she helped me into the dress. “It’s a nylon jersey print shift,’ 
she advised. “It is practical as well as pretty, and extremely comfor- 
table as dresses go.” 


This I could see for myself, and feel too! I turned around in my bare 
feet and loved the brush of the pretty garment against my legs. “How does 
it feel, Gene?” she asked. 


My answer was somewhat muffled by the deep emotion | was experi- 
encing: “Gee I didn’t know that wearing girls’ clothing would give you 
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a thrill like this. It feels good!” I couldn’t for my very life explain my 
feelings or reasons. 


“Vm glad you are accepting it that way. I was afraid that it would 
spoil our being together, for you to have to wear a dress.” 


“At first | thought it would, Deborah. I never have put on any feminine 
attire before. At least not that | remember. | am so surprised. Men’s 
clothing is so different from these pretty things.” 


Taking me by the hand she led me into the bathroom and indicated that 
! should sit on the commode seat. As | complied, she got a washrag, wet 
it thoroughly, soaped it and then came over ro me. Pushing the skirts of 
the dress and slip up, she rolled the legs of the girdle high up on my thighs. 
| was puzzled about this until she soaped my left leg and began shaving 
It. 


“You cannot have any hair on your legs as a girl, darling,” she said. 
“There would be no deception if you had hairy legs.” 


I kept silent at this, and watched as my hairy leg was transformed into 
a very feminine looking one. Fascinated, I said nothing an observed the 
same magic performed on my right leg. Now as I stood and the clothing 
was rearranged once again, | appreciated the effect the shaving had. 


“Let’s go finish the job,” she said excitedly. “I can’t wait now until 
you are fully transformed into Jennifer.” We went back into the bedroom 
and I was seated at her vanity. Quickly now, her deft hands performed 
more magic. My face literally changed from that of a seventeen year old 
boy to that of a young teenaged girl. The make-up was applied to my 
eyes, cheeks, lips and neck. Then jewelry was attached to ears, neck, 
wrists and fingers. 


Deborah could wait no longer. ‘‘Oh darling . . . you are so pretty with 
your face made up. Let me get the wig on your head, then we’ll put your 
hose on, and some pretty shoes.” 


Breathlessly I waited until the wig was firmly placed on my head and 
touched up. Pretty hose of a dark shade were slipped up my smooth legs 
and attached to the girdle. “Step in these pretty flowered pumps,” she 
said. “Just be careful that you don’t fall.” 
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I] managed to get them on and hobble clumsily over to the mirror where 
again I was shocked. It was truc that | was changed trom boy to girl, out- 
wardly anyway. Try as [ did, | could find no resemblance to Gene White. 
There wasn't any. 


“Isn't Jenniter a pretty girl?” she asked. 


“IT wouldn't have believed it possible, Debby,” I admitted. “Why. | 
can’t believe that it’s me I see in the mirror.” 


“It isn’t Géne White now,” she said. “It’s Jennifer. This is the begin- 
ning of the difficult part. You have to walk, talk, smile, sit, stand and 
react as a girl would. This may sound easy, but you'll have to be so 
wrapped up in what you are doing that no one can catch you asleep.” 


“I’m anxious to try, darling,” I countered. ‘“Now that you have done 
so much to make me look like a girl, | want to do my best to be like one.” 


She laughed and said: “All right, honey,” and patting me on the girdled 
backside she said: “You practice walking in heels while I fix us a snack. 
Im hungry.” 


For the next fifteen minutes I walked all over the cabin, in rather clumsy 
fashion at first, but increasingly better as | continued to try. By the time 
the sandwiches and cokes were fixed I was getting accustomed to high 
heels. 


We sat at the table and all during the eating, she counselled me on 
feminine way. “You do learn rather quickly,” she encouraged. “Maybe 
ina couple of weeks you will do well enough.” 


“Will it take me that long?” I asked. “I thought that before the day was 
over I could do well enough.” 


“It depends on you and how well you progress,” she answered. 


“| intend to work hard on all of it,” | vowed. “Being with you today 
has spoiled me again. I just have to learn these things.” While she put 
away the food, washed the dishes and straightened up everything, | 
learned how to walk in the heels. 
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By the time she came into the living room where | was, | did‘a quick 
turn and a little dance step that sent the skirt of the shift dress above the 
girdle legs. She whistled and exclaimed: “You have already learned 
to master them!” 


I was proud, too. “Yes. .. . | was determined enough to get the hang of 
it. It’s easy once you know their limitations. Now I want you to teach me 
to sit down and get up properly.” 


“Watch every movement that I make, as I do it several times for you. 
Be sure to catch the trick of getting the dress tail under you without 
letting it ride up, a slight brush with your right hand at the precise mo- 
ment.” She demonstrated it several times and I did it mentally with her 
before attempting the real thing. 


“Like this?” I asked. I had followed her lead perfectly. 


“Wonderful!” she remarked. “Try it twice more to be sure it wasn't 
an accident.” It wasn't. | had learned that very easily. 


Now came the coaching on the smiling and posture while standing. 
The position of the arms was most difficult to learn, but the leg position 
seemed natural in the high heels and constricting undergarments. Over 
an hour went into learning to walk with a purse and short mincing steps. 
“Your steps are still a little long and a trifle mannish!” She walked over 
to me and raised up my dress and slip; tugged at the girdle until the 
top of it was almost to my knees. 


“There!” she stated. “That should make you mince and use your hips 
to walk. Try that for awhile. I’m going to lay out a change ot apparel for 
you, and we'll go outside for awhile. You need some time out in front 
of others to give you confidence.” 


I] found that she was right again. The motions | had used to navigate 
the room in the heels, with the girdle turned down to hobble my steps 
were what she was looking for. “That’s the walk I’m looking for, Jenni- 
fer,” she announced. “Now when you pull the girdle up, remember to 
keep the same motions. Try it while I’m getting the things laid out.” 


This took some doing, but | was managing well by the time she came 
out. “The garments on the bed are the ones I want you to get into, Jenni- 
fer.” She looked at my wiggling walk and said as I walked out of the 
room: “A swing like that belongs in the back yard. Who are you trying to 
entice?” 
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“You!” I called back as I closed the door. On the bed she had placed a 
peculiar looking foundation garment. It was a panty girdle, much longer 
than the one I was wearing, smaller and with considerable padding at 
the buttocks and hips. 


This I found hard to get on. In fact I had to call her in to help. “This 
thing’s too tight for me, Debby,” I said. “It must be two sizes smaller 
than the other one.” Then: “Come help!” 


She came in and found me struggling to get it up over my hips. Getting 
at my seat she pulled hard and with me pulling at the front between us 
-we made it! This girdle didn’t stop at my waist, but continued on up to 
the bottom of the bra that was so snug about my chest. 


” 


“We call that a ‘high rise’ panty girdle,” she informed me. “That 
one, over the other one, will do quite a job of bringing your waist in and 
holding you femininely. It will keep you walking in a ladylike fashion, 
too!” 


A few steps in it and I vocally agreed. “Now get your dress off and 
slip into that pretty shell and straight skirt.’’ I managed to get the zipper 
of the dress down far enough to remove it. Slipping into the other things 
took only a minute or so. “You should have removed your wig,” she 
criticized. “Remember to do that when you are alone or with just me. 
Sit down at the vanity and | will recomb it. 


“Jennifer” was not fully dressed. Deb thrust a matching purse at me, 
watching to see how I made out with it. | knew it was another test. Care- 
fully and very daintily I took it from her, slung it in the bend of my el- 
bow and smiled. 


“Perfect darling” she purred. “Now begin to master your voice. It ts 
not deep, so all you have to do is speak in a softer tone. Modulate it and 
remember that a woman speaks with her lips. A man usually clenches 
his lips slightly and distorts the words.” 


“Deborah . . . let’s go for a walk,” 1 said in practice. The words sounded 
rather mannish to me but she was pleased. “Just a bit more pursing of 
the lips, Jennifer,” she coaxed. “That was good for the first time. | 
tried it twice more and she applauded. “Very good.” I exulted. “Now 
let’s try a walk down to the boatdock,” she suggested. She threw the door 
wide open and the bright sun shone down on her yellow gold hair. I hesi- 
tated. 
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“it’s all right, Jennifer,” she encouraged. “Your own mother wouldn't 
know you now. Just remember to be careful on the dock with those heels. 
I] wouldn’t want you to fall.” 


Boldly now | stepped out first and she joined me. linking her left arm 
into my right at the elbow. We walked about the yard, out on the dock 
where we inspected the boat and then back into the house. As I sat on 
the couch remembering to be feminine in my motions, ever conscious 
of the tight girdle and the lovely things 1 was wearing, she asked: 


“What is your name, young lady?” Quickly I realized she was asking 
something that almost any adult could. 


“Pm Jennifer Whaley!” | said softly. 


“Where are you from?” 


“Originally from Middlefield (a suburb of our home town), but we 
have moved to Plainsview within the past six months.” My mind was 
trying to anticipate the next questions. 


“Is your father the Whaley who operated the garage there?” 


Smiling, | answered: “No! Dad passed on when I was four. My mother 
has remarried. Her husband is in the military service.” 


“That's very good reasoning, Jennifer,” she admitted. ‘“Think ahead 
of people if you can. What would you have answered if I had asked for 
identification, as some officer might possibly do?” 


“Gee, | don’t know.” 
“Why don’t you look in your purse and see what there is to identify you?” 


Twisting the opening device of the handbag I opened it to find a 
well-filled purse. A red billfold caught my eye. Lifting it out 1 began to 
go through it. To my amazement I found a social security card, driver’s 
license, bank book, Master charge card and revolving charge 
account card all with “Jennifer Ann Whaley” on them. Almost speechless 
I looked at her... “What... how did you... ?” 


“I’ve been working on this idea for more than four weeks, dear. I 
established credit for you, a bank account, obtained you a social security 
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number, and passed the driver license examination also. Fortunately 
this state does not require a picture or finger prints on licenses so I could 
do it for you. I was so sure that you would go through with my suggestion 
that I did not tell you until I had finished my plans. You are nicely set 
up. You may not know it, but you have a two-room apartment also, and 
it is furnished very prettily. It is stocked with pretty things for my at- 
tractive girl friend.” 


To say I was stunned is putting it mildly. “Gosh ... 1 could just stop 


being Gene White and begin a life as Jennifer Whaley if I had to, couldn’t 
ae 


“Exactly. If it becomes necessary you could get a job as a salesgirl and 
not have to be Gene unless I wanted you to.” she replied. 


I] began my examination of the purse again. It included the various 
items of cosmetics, photos of boys and girls with their names on the bottom 
of the pictures, a small manicure kit, tiny vials of perfume, a few letters 
from Miss Deborah Darsell to a Miss Jennifer Whaley, all duly sent 
through the mail, opened and marked by imprints of rouged lips. 


A small package wrapped in paper caught my attention, as did an 
elastic affair with some metal catches which I had not seen before. She 
blushed a little as I lookedp up in puzzlement. 


“The pads in the paper are feminine napkins, and the belt of elastic is 
what holds them in place at that time of the month.” she explained. 
“They are just a little extra touch of reality.” Now it was my turn to be 
embarrassed. 


creer 


“Well, I certainly won’t have to wear such as this!” I felt my face 
flush with color as the blood rushed to it. 


“Jennifer darling,” she said softly and without being embarrassed 
anymore, “I think you should, just to make the image more perfect. That 
way, if anything happened or someone saw the insides of your purse you 
would be more convincing. Just carry them for a week in the month and 
wear one if you get the nerve up.” 


“I might .. . but I won’t promise you.” I murmured, closing the bag 
and looking at her again. ‘How have I done this far?” I asked. 
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“| hate to brag, but you have done amazingly well. So well, in fact, 
that we are going to go somewhere as two girls!” 


“Not right now,” | protested. “] want to get more used to girl’s clothing 
first.” 


She laughed and said: “All right!” Her eyes gleamed and she continued. 
“Let’s go for a boatride and a swim. Are you game?” 


“With both of us as girls?” | wondered if she could mask my maleness 
under sportswear and swimming attire. “Could | pass as a girl in shorts 
and a bathing suit?” 


“| think we can manage, if we use some thought and padding.” 


By the time her “thought” had been applied, 1 agreed also. My male- 
ness was held very tightly up and between my legs by a very tight rubber 
swim brief commonly worn under swim attire. One of the feminine 
napkins was further cover and then another rubber brief held this in 
place. 


My “bottom” didn’t look masculine at all then, and this was especially 

= true when | pulled on the flowered bathing suit which had a skirt at the 

bottom. At the top my “breasts” were flesh colored pads that were taped 

to my chest tightly with adjesive tape. The cleavage effect was helped by the 
cleverness of her taping. 


A matching bathing cap was pulled on over the short “curly” wig 
with which she had replaced the longer one. Some comfortable “flats” 
completed my swim wardrobe and she had me look at it as she placed 
some other things on the bed. “No one could tell you from another girl 
like that, Jennifer,” she said. I agreed . . .and walked boldly across to 
where she was standing by the bed. “I do like this, Debby .. . I can’t 
explain the thrill that it gives me to put on these things and be seen by 
you.” 


“Good ... 1 think that this will occupy a portion of our time even 
after we are married. I like it too.” 


We embraced a few times and exchanged some love words. ““Now Jenni- 
fer,” she advised, “remove your bathing suit and let’s try some sports- 
wear on.” 
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She selected a light blue nylon shel! that zipped up at my neck. It was 
sleeveless. “Oh oh! ... we'll have to shave under your arms first... 
you go and do that while I get dressed in my outfit.” 


With the brassiere and rubber garments as my only clothing, I went 
into the bathroom and shaved under both of my arms. It felt very clean 
and refreshing. The image in the mirror was very pleasing to a part of 
me, but a part of me was disturbed by the thrill. | pushed these thoughts 
out of my mind and went back to my darling. She was dressed very daintily 
in white short shorts and white top. As she bent over the bed to pick up 
the blue shell I was to wear, her white nylon panties peeked out of the 
hem of the shorts. Always before I had turned my head in embarrass- 
ment to see her panties, but now I was attracted to look at them. No! I 
wasn’t lusting to “have” her, it was a curiosity that I cannot explain even 
now. As I see the underclothing of women, I thrill to its fit, beauty and 
trim. 


She caught me staring: “What are you looking at, young lady?” 


Guiltily | dropped my head. “Your pretty panties show from under 
the shorts when you bend over. [| was attracted to them and couldn't 
help it.” 


“Don’t feel guilty about that.” she said, “I find myself looking at 
other girls’ unmentionables too. There’s nothing dirty about looking as 
some people think. The dirty part is when a person begins to lust sexually 
for another when he or she has no right. You and I are promised, of 
course. You have every right to look at me, and want me if you wish. I’m 
yours forever darling.” 


What a sweet girl, I thought. She is everything in this world to me. I 
know I couldn’t do without her. 


Soon we both were dressed in the prettiest fashion of spring. She 
in her white shell, white shorts and yellow flats which harmonized with 
her hair, and I in light blue shell, identical shorts and blue flats. With 
our bathing suits in a bag held by me, we walked to the dock and got 
into the inboard cruiser. Very soon we were rocketing across the placid 
waters. A happier moment of my life | couldn't remember. 


We swam, listened to the radio, snacked and rode around for 
several hours. We tried out both the surfboard and the skis. Many times 
I found myself wishing this would never end. But end it must. That 
evening we went to town and shopped together as girls would, pur- 
chasing a few underthings and stopping for a soda at a drug store. 
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1 dreaded my return to the person of Gene White. It meant 1 would 
have to return to my home, and be without my darling. When it hap- 
pened, I could hardly wait until the next time. We had some time together 
on Sunday, but Monday was a school day again. After school was out 
we went back to the cabin and I dressed up again, becoming Jennifer 
happily. It all ended too soon. 


For the next month, which was April, I spent much time at her home 
as Jennifer. We weren’t intimate at all. Our relationship was lovely, 
and complete without it. On two occasions we even slept together. 


During May, our month of graduation, we had less time together 
but I did spend two more nights with her, dressed as a girl. How | 
enjoyed the pretty baby doll pajama sets we both wore! 


Following graduation we became inseparable for June, July, and 
for a week in August. We spent nights at her home, at the cabin with 
her Aunt Hilda, and at my own apartment. Only twice were we 
intimate. On both occasions it was at her insistance. Both times it 
happened at her home. I was afraid to do it, but couldn't say no to her. 


Then the bottom fell out from under our private world on the second 
Friday in August. Her daddy was to be out of town at a AMA meeting. 
We told the housekeeper that she would be spending the night with me. 
If we had, things wouldn't have happened the way they did. (Her 
mother was dead and they had a full time housekeeper). 


Instead of going to my apartment. which would have been all right, 
we went to their cabin alone. We had a few beers which had a bad et- 
fect on us. We got careless. In a little while | had smeared up both of 
our faces by passionate petting. We were seated on the couch ver close to 
one another when the door was opened. Her father was standing there in 
the semi-darkened room looking at us!. 


“Deborah Darsell!” he thundered. “What on earth are you doing?” 
Both of us were speechless. In bright lights he could see we had been 
kissing one another. I stood up and backed away from him, but she 
was paralyzed. His heavy hand caught her in a vicious slap on the left 
cheek. She was slammed heavily back on the couch from which she had 
not been able to arise. 


“Tl kill you before I let you go through life as a damned lesbian!” he 
bellowed. ““When Mrs. Harris said you were spending the night out | 
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tried to call this girl’s apartment. There was no answer. Luckily I came 
out here. I’ll fix you where you'll have no use for girls or boys. You’re 
not going to be a queer! I’d rather you be dead!” 


From somewhere, my darling found her tongue and she said: “Dad- 
dy, it’s not what you think.” 


He interrupted: ‘Well, what the h--- is it then? You are in this cabin 
alone with another girl. Your makeup is smeared all over your mouth 
and so is hers. What else can 1 believe?” 


I knew then that she was going to tell him the truth. If he hadn't 
been between the door and me, I'd have made a break for freedom. | 
just knew he would kill me. Surely he would find that she had given her 
virginity to me. 


What was I to do? What could I say? Or, more important, what was 
he going to do with us when he found out that I was the boy, dressed 
in girl’s clothing, who had been forbidden to call her, see her, or even 
write her? 


PART Il 


“Daddy, if you’ll sit down and be patient I'll tell you about Jennifer 
and myself. It isn’t what you think, but it will require some under- 
standing on your part.” 


He finally permitted her to lead him to a huge recliner chair, and once 
he was seated she began: “First... daddy... | want to tell you that what 
has happened has been your own fault.” 


“What are you talking about . . . my fault? I haven’t done anything.” 
His huge face was flustered and very red. 


“Dad,” she said gently, “If you hadn't forbidden me to date Gene 
White, then you would never have seen Jennifer Whaley, because Jen- 
nifer is really Gene, or at least it is Gene that is dressed up as a girl here.” 


He blanched, wilted and stammered for words .. . looked at me and 
said... “You... are Gene White?” 


18 


Jransvestia 


I couldn't find the use of my tongue, and solemnly nodded my head 
in the affirmative. 


Turning back to Debby, he stammered out . . . “You mean you have 
been keeping company with this boy all along, and he has been dressing 
as a girl to deceive me? How could you do such a thing to me?” His an- 
ger was returning. 


“Just a minute daddy!” she cut in. “When you forbad us to go together 
Gene walked away. I figured out this ruse to continue to see him. | love 
him. I’m going to marry him as soon as we both graduate from college. 
If anybody is to blame it is you for trying to pick me out a husband.” 


“What I said to you then still goes . . . you are not going to marry 
this boy. With a college education he is still the son of a sharecropper. 
I’m not going to have it!” 


At this Debby stood in front of him, and with her hands firmly 
planted on her hips he said: “You listen to me you overbearing tyrant... 
you get your way with everything . . . or you have. But this is one time 
] am not going to knuckle down and obey you. I’m going to go with 
Gene White. . . I’m going to marry Gene White and you are not going to 
stop me.” 


He began to get ever paler, as she spouted at him. He tried to speak 
and she cut him off... “I mean it daddy. I’m not interested in any other 
boy. If you won’t let us go together, Ill leave home and we’ll go some- 
where together. You’ll never see me again.” 


I was feeling better already. I didn’t know that my girl had this much 
nerve. She wasn’t the least bit afraid of him and I was! 


For a few minutes he sat in silence . . . “I suppose,” he answered, 
“that you have been intimate with him already?” 


She didn’t hesitate . . . “I’m not going to lie to you... yes, we have 
been, twice . . . but it wasn’t at his urging. He always tried to stop me, but 
I took the aggressive part. He has been perfectly nice to me. Not once has 
he tried to get me to do it. I’m the one who is to blame for that.” 


I tried to speak up and shoulder some of the blame but she motioned 
for me to be silent. ‘““We only wanted to be together, and we couldn’t any 
other way. I thought of this, and persuaded him, and helped him fool 
you all.” 
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He stood up and paced the floor. We sat and watched him in silence. 
I didn’t know his thoughts but I was afraid of them. 


“So... the ultimatum is either let you be together or you'll leave?” 
“That’s it exactly daddy.” she said firmly. 


“Will you be willing for one compromise?” He was looking in my 
eyes as he spoke. 


I thought I was the one to answer and cheerfully said, “Yes, sir!” 


A worried look was on Debby’s face as he seated himself and said, “All 
right . . . | have your word that you'll compromise. These are my terms. 
Otherwise I’ll see to it that Debby never gets one dime of my money, 
and that I] get what she has in the bank back.” 


“I don’t want your money!” she snapped. 


“You'll sure have a hard time finishing college and getting set up in 
marriage without some,” he answered. “The least you can do is hear 
me out.” 


“Go ahead, sir” ] encouraged. “We don’t want to displease you and I 
don’t want to take Deborah away from you. I’m willing to do what you 
want if you won’t stop us from being together.” 


“But Gene!” Debby interrupted. ““You don’t know what daddy has 
in mind. It could be something awful. Don’t agree without even knowing.” 


“Darling . . . | am willing to do anything within reason to get to 
be with you. I can’t stand being separated from you again. If he'll 
promise to let us be together, I’ll go along with his conditions.” 


“I’m going to hold you to that, young man.” He looked at both of us 
and continued. “You want to be together all the time, is that the way 
things stand?” 


“Yes, sir!” I announced. She nodded her head. 


“Then you'll have no objections to keeping up the little masquerade 
that you have begun until both of you have finished college?” 
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‘What do you mean daddy?” Debby asked quickly. 


“Simply that Gene will not become Gene again until you are both 
graduated, but stay as Jennifer. You'll be together all the time. | hope 
that by that time you'll get tired of each other and find someone else 
instead of marrying.” 


I was shocked speechless but Debby fired the questions at him. “Why 
is this necessary, when you know? We only dressed him as a girl to fool 
you. That sounds like a ridiculous decision.” 


“Vm not through yet!” he warned. “Ill pay both of your tuitions, 
your reasonable expenses and supply you with your own car. If you both 
stick out the bargain, I’ll keep mine and let you marry when you graduate 
if you still want to. If you don’t accept it, I'll do all I can to cause your 
marriage to fail, and that’s a lot. I’ll completely cut you and your heirs 
out of my will.” 


“What if someone gets wise to the fact that he isn’t a girl at college?” 


He smiled .. . “I'll take care of that. I’ll aid your little deception with 
some of my own wrinkles. We’ll cross that bridge a little later. How about 
it, Jennifer?” 


I winced at the name now. “Do we have to sir? I want Debby for my 
own bad enough to go through with it, but it sounds like a plot to get 
revenge.” 


He answered me then: “Sure, I’m going to get a kick out of it. Both 
of you have pulled the wool over my eyes for several months. On top 
of that you have taken the most precious possession a girl has -—- from my 
daughter, and that is her virginity. You need to suffer some. I’m going 
to help you complete a feminine image, which I will undo if you keep 
your promise. Then when you finish college and still want marriage with 
her and she with you. I'll give in and treat you like a son-in-law. Until 
then I’m going to treat you must like a girl, and that’s final.” 


“Don’t agree to it Gene. You don’t know what he’s got on his mind, 
and I don’t like the tone of his voice.” 


“We've got to, Debby,” I answered. “We have no other choice. 
Without a college education, I can’t supply you with what you need in 
life. I can’t go to college, and support a wife, too.” 
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“That’s good reasoning!” he snapped. “Now there is one other 
condition. You are not to have anything sexual between you. I mean 
intimacies. Do you agree to that?” 


Again | concurred with him. “Yes sir! | am willing to wait until we 
are married. I love her enough to wait four years. Isn't that right Debby?” 
I asked. 


Doubt was on her face but I heard her say, “Well, all right, tf you agrec 
... but I'd just as soon have us face lite together without his money, as to 
have him impose a revenge like that on you.” 


“Then it’s settled” he said. “Meet me in my office at six thirty tomorrow 
afternoon, Jennifer, and we'll go over this agreement. Now | will let you 
and Debby say goodbye to each other. You be home by eleven thirty 
young lady,” he told her. We locked the door again after he drove off 
and went over the events of the night. 


“What do you think he’s going to do, Debby?” I asked. “I know 
there is more to it than what he has revealed.” 


“I don’t know,” she answered. “But leave it to Daddy to get even with 
us. He will never permit us to get married without us paying pretty dearly 
for what we’ve done.” 


“What will he do to me?” I asked. “He said something about aiding 
my deception.” 


“If I hazarded a guess, I would say that he’ll make you have some 
breasts implanted that would pass inspection. I don’t guess he would do 
much more than that. I'm sure glad of one thing, that you haven't had 
your hair cut since graduation. It can be restyled right now and you won't 
need a wig.” 


“T hope that’s all he has in mind besides a good talk. Already I’m 
shaking inside.” At this she kissed me and suggested that I renew my 
makeup. 


“Why? I won’t be staying with you, so I may as well go home.” 


“What would you tell your folks tonight that you can’t tell them in a 
letter? You might as well begin to live as Jennifer tonight. Just stay in 
feminine apparel and then you won’t have such a job getting ready to 
meet him.” 
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“Will I have to meet him in a dress? I thought I was going as Gene.” 


“He made it pretty clear that he expected you to come as a girl,” she 
replied, “and I wouldn’t do anything to antagonize him now. You won't 
be able to go back home as a boy if that’s what he has in mind, so 
I'd say you ought to start thinking up something to tell them in a letter.” 


“Say! That’s right. He said a girl from now on till we graduate and that 
means I’ve got to disappear as Gene.” 


“That is a fact,darling. It ll be fun until term starts next month. Not 
having to change back and forth, you can really add to your skill as a girl.” 


I completed the makeup retouching, straightened out my clothes and 
asked if 1 looked presentable. 


“Very pretty .. . now are you going to the apartment?” 


“I guess so. There’s no need to go home and tell them I’m going out of 
town. II] just disappear and write them from another city.” 


She drove me home and after a light peck on the cheek as girls often 
do, she said goodbye and Jennifer walked up the steps to her room in the 
high heels without incident. 


I finally fell asleep in the prettiest of my baby doil pajamas and my 
own mind was on my predicament until | dozed off. 


The hours from awakening until six thirty passed without much hap- 
pening. | did shave my legs and under my arms. To meet the doctor. | 
dressed very attractively in a pink shell and permanent pleated skirt 
that I had learned to love. After brushing the wig carefully, I put it on 
and kept my appointment. His office was a beautiful affair that covered 
two sections of a shopping center. It was not open when I got to the 
door at six thirty sharp, but a light was visible through the glass 
front. A bell was there so I rang it. Briefly | waited and an attractive 
nurse said, “Yes?” 


“Tell Dr. Darsell that Jennifer Whaley is here, please.” 
1 was invited in the reception room and shown a comfortable chair. 


“Be seated, Jennifer,” she said. “I was just leaving, but | will tell the 
doctor you are here before I go.” 
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I didn’t have very long to wait, once the door closed after the nurse. 
He walked in the room and smiled. “Step in here, Jenny,” he said. “I 
want you to undress in one of the little booths, and slip one of the paper 
robes on. Sit on the table there!” he pointed, “and I’ll be back after I 
make a phone call.” 


“You want me to take all my clothes off?” I asked. 


“Certainly,” he exclaimed. “Don’t be embarrassed by being nude in 
front of a doctor. 1 see over a hundred people a day of all sexes.” 


I had only been in the thin robe for a minute or so, when he came into 
the room. In his hand was a wicked looking needle. “I’m going to give 
you a shot of estrogen, Jennifer. This will help your voice become more 
feminine, and cause your body hair to become a bit finer.” 


Nothing else was said and | remember nothing else until what actually 
was hours later. I didn’t know it then, and thought I had just dozed off. 


The first thing | remember was seeing the white ceiling and the peculiar 
light overhead. I wondered where I was, and then remembered that I was 
in Dr. Darsell’s office. 


Immediately | sat up. “What happned?” I asked myself. I got off the 
table and noticed then the robe which was flared open. A full length 
mirror was nearby so I stepped up to it telling myself I had tied the robe 
about me. 


Holding the robe apart I took my figure in at a glance. My mouth 
dropped open. Protruding from my normally flat chest was a pair of 
breasts with large nipples. My waist appeared smaller, but I attributed 
this to the breasts that struck straight out in front. 


My eyes continued to inspect my body. Then I noticed the ear lobes. 
“He has pierced my ears and attached ear rings!” I said aloud. 


Dr. Darsell spoke from the doorway. “That isn’t all, Jenny. There are 
several changes I have made in your appearance to help you appear 
feminine. You have real breasts, not pads. Your ears are pierced, and 
expertly if I do say so myself.” 
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He paused a moment and continued: “I have also rounded out vour 
hips and buttocks with a special process that they are using on sex changes. 
You won't have to be padded there anymore. I have also done something 
which I shall not explain to you. You will not be able to have sexual inter- 
course until [ undo what is done.” 


“But Doctor! What if something happens to you? How will I ever 
get straightened out again?” 


“Don’t worry about that. If such a thing happens, in my office safe 
there are instructions which will explain it all. You will be returned to 
normal again, regardless. | wanted insurance that you and Debby would be 
chaste until the agreement is completed. 


“You may dress again now,” he advised. “I'll stand out here and 
wait for you.” 


I pulled the curtain on the little booth in which I had left my clothing. 
I slipped into the panties. This was enough to convince me he had indeed 
changed the shape of my hips and buttocks. The panties had been a little 
large. Now they were sleek fitting and tight. I had worn the unpadded 
girdle. It too was now tight fitting. The brassiere was something else. 
I had to rip out the sewn in pads. It wouldn’t fit me any longer. Even 
then it was hard to fasten. The breasts were not going to go into the 
bra cups well either. 


I'd have to have a larger size bra now. Everything I had worn into the 
office in the way of clothing was tighter, but also better fitting. I curved 
where a girl should! 


It wasn’t difficult for me to attach the hose supporters now as | had 
become adept at this. Soon I was dressed and looked at my face. It needed 
lipstick which I applied with skill, and then [ went out to face Dr. Dar- 
sell who was awaiting my arrival. “Well... you look extremely attractive, 
Jenny,” he commented. “How did you get to the office?” 


I looked at him timidly and said: “I took a cab. Will you let me use 
the phone to call one to go home in?” 


“You'll be spending the night with us tonight, dear .. . ” he answered. 
Why, Debby would never forgive me if you didn’t show up there tonight.” 
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“You mean that you'll let us be together at your home now?” I 
was definitely surprised. 


“Why certainly! My daughter needs a close girl friend to be with her, 
and I have no more objections to your presence with her at all.” 


“TH need to go by my apartment first. My clothing is all there!” 


He appeared very contented to drive me by the apartment and it 
wasn’t but approximately thirty minutes until I was alighting from his 
automobile with a small bag and some dresses on hangars. We were 
met at the door by a shocked Debby also. 


“Why is Jennifer with you, daddy?” she asked in a worried tone. “Is 
something wrong?” 


“No, Debby,” he smiled and spoke. ‘‘Everything’s fine. | knew you 
girls would have some planning to do about going to college. You must 
remember that it is less than a month away. | made arrangements for both 
of you to attend McAllister Tech. The dean’s a former classmate. 
I told him you'd call and arrange the schedule some time tomorrow and 
he said that it was agreeable. Both of you should get dressed though now. 
I’m famished, since I haven’t had dinner. We’ll eat at the Olden Cafe- 
teria.” 


She emitted a sound of pleasure at this and took the bag I had in my 
hand. “Let’s go dress, darling. They have wonderful food and I’m 
hungry too.” 


We were out of his hearing when she whispered: “What happened? I’ve 
been nearly out of my mind all day. I was so afraid for my darling.” 


Her caresses meant much to me, and I waited until she had embraced 
and kissed me before | pointed at my ears. “Take a look,” I invited. “This 
is the first thing I really noticed.” 


“He pierced them,” she exclaimed, and began feeling of the tender lobes 
and of the pretty gold rings that were inserted into the punctures. 


“He sure did,” | admitted, “and they are sore. But that was just the 
start.” I began removing the shell which she helped with to keep from 
mussing up the hair piece. Turning my back on her in slight embarrass- 
ment I slipped the straps of the slip and bra off of both shoulders and 
turning back to her, I bared the realistic busts which he had equipped me 
with. 


27 


PRansvestia 
7 


“Ohhh darling!” she said as she came nearer and cupped both of them 
in her hands. “They are so real looking. How did he attach them? How 
do you get them off?” 


They were tender to her touch, and I backed off from her a step 
and said: “They don’t come off, Debby. He said they stay until we gradu- 
ate from college, along with the other things.” 


“You mean there’s more?” A look of amazement covered her face. 
“What else could he do?” 


I turned my body which was yet clad in skirt and underthings. “See 
anything that looks different about me anywhere else? There is something 
which you should be able to see.” 


It took her a moment or two and then she realized what it was. 


“That isn’t just padding at the hips and seat?” As I nodded in the 
negative she pulled up the skirt and slip, feeling the flesh that had made my 
hips and buttocks rounded and feminine. “Do you know how he did it?” 
she asked. 


“IT was knocked out by a shot.” I answered. “When I came to, it 
was all done.” 


“Anything else?” 
“Yes... but I hate to tell you what it is.” 
“Well, I want to know,” she demanded. 


“He said I wouldn’t have to worry about my breaking my word to him 
concerning us having relations. That I wouldn’t be able to do anything 
until he returned me to myself.” I still didn’t know what he had done, 
and was afraid to look. 


“Debby! Jennifer!” her Daddy’s booming voice called, “We must 
hurry to the cafeteria or they will be closed. Come on girls, you can talk 
later.” 


It took us a few minutes to get dressed for dinner and I had soon for- 
gotten entirely the events which had transpired, in the excitement of just 
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being a girl, dining amidst many people of both sexes. After we had eaten 
and were on the way to the Darsell home, her father admitted that I had 
acted a “perfect lady.” Even Debby had relaxed over the happenings and 
was enjoying herself. “I was a little jealous, daddy, over the way the 
men came by our table and kept looking at Jennifer.” 


“She will be pretty by this time tomorrow,” he announced. “I want 
you to make an appointment with your beautician for Jenny, and let 
them put her through the full treatment. A wig’s not what she needs. She 
needs a cut and curl.” 


“I could use one myself, daddy, so we’ll just make it a duet,” she told 
him. “Pll work on her a little tonight and let the operator finish it.” 


Was I afraid to go? No! It is hard for me to put the thrill | was experi- 
encing in words, but I was wondering if I would be able to sleep from the 
excitement I was feeling. 


All the way to their home I was happy. The ecstasy of the feminine 
apparel was out of this world. I knew that little else could come that would 
thrill me more. 


After saying goodnight to her Daddy at the stairs which lead to her 
bedroom, we went in chatting as though nothing had happened what- 
soever to us. “Did you bring your nightclothes along darling?” she 
asked as we sat on the edge of the bed. “If you want, you can use the 
ones you used last time.” 


“I brought my black gown and negligee set, Debby. It’s so pretty that 
I sleep in it almost every other night.” 


“It will go good with your pretty blond hair,” she admitted. “Let’s 
get dressed for bed and then I’ll see what I can do about a feminine hair- 
do for your natural hair. Daddy was right, a wig is detectable. Having 
your natural hair is best. I am glad you let yours grow long.” 


I smiled. “It’s gone without a cut since I first dressed in the cabin out 
on the lake. The folks sure fussed about it, but I would make up some 
excuse for not having a haircut. Is it long enough to look like a girl’s 
hair now?” 
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Sure. Lots of girls have hair much shorter than yours is now. They just 
fuzz it up and tease it to make it look long. We both had undressed to 
brassieres and panties, and | hurriedly slipped the black nightgown 
over the black panties I had worn that day. Next I slipped into the negli- 
gee and bedroom slippers. 


Debby, after showering had slipped into a light blue outfit which was 
pretty on her with her light blonde hair. It was, as mine, waltz length and 
her negligee which tied at the neck in front was extremely pretty. 


] sat at her vanity and permitted her to trim the locks of my hair which 
had presented a slightly mannish appearance. She plucked out a lot of 
hair at the sideburns and then began to teasse my hair all over. Before 
long she was brushing, curling with her electric iron and finally spraying. 
Each process made me feel more feminine. Soon I could see that her 
handiwork was very successful. Jennifer Whaley was indeed a pretty 
creation. 


“We're just going to have to let daddy see you tonight!” she said hap- 
pily. “You look too pretty to hide until tomorrow.” At that she took 
me by the hand and led me downstairs to where her daddy was sipping 
a highball and watching the television. 


“Look, daddy!” she announced. “This is Jennifer's own hair. | had 
no idea that it would enhance her beauty so. It’s so much prettier than 
the wig!” 


“Hey! he said . . . “It sure is. Come on in and sit down for awhile if you'd 
like to. The late movie is about to begin and it’s a good one tonight.” 


“We'd like to, daddy” she said, “but we've got so much to do tonight. 
I've got to roll my hair, fix my nails. and hers, too. We will try to 
be with you some tomorrow evening if you’re home, O.K.?” 


“Fine, Debby,” he agreed. 


I guess it was one a.m. before we got into bed together. Both of us were 
so tired that we went to sleep almost immediately. 


When I awoke at 8:00 the next morning I had difficulty remembering 
where I was at first. Debby had gotten up and was down in the kitchen. I 
could hear her singing with the radio. 
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As [ rolled over to the edge of the bed and sat up, the full realization 
“4 what had taken place was duwning on me. I pulled down the panties 
which | had slept in ana suw that a flesh colored device was about my 
ebdoni ot 


It Way somewhat like an elastic jockey strap, but much firmer and pad- 
ded. | walked over to the mirror and examined myself in it. Relief was mine 
when I discovered that | was the same under this band. He hadn't done 
anything to me there. The contraption was designed to hide my male- 
ness completely and give the impression of female parts through padding. 
Very effective! It too was realistic enough to pass. 


I locked the bedroom door and undressed completely. Slipping a 
shower cap over my very feminine appearing hair, ] quickly took my mor- 
ning shower and dried off. I] selected my lingerie from that which I 
had brought from my apartment. A white slip, girdle, light blue nylon 
panties, and white bra were soon covering the almost entirely feminine 
body. 


It took several moments for me to select what to wear to the beauty 
shop. Realizing it would take several hours I picked out a very comfor- 
table “A” line shift that was cool and comfortable, being made of dacron 
polyester fabric. The dress was a very pale pink. It looked and felt won- 
derful. 


Soon I had hooked the stockings to the supporters and then | slipped 
my feet into a pair of white leather pumps. I had begun to love high 
heels shortly after mastering them. It was almost an obsession with me, 
and Debbie had to urge me to get me into flats. 


1 fixed my face before brushing out the hairdo as | had seen her do it 
the night before. Next | attached a pair of hoop rings into the tiny holes in 
my ears. This gave me the greatest thrill of all, to observe the gold ring 
enter the front of my lobes and exit into what | now considered lovely rings 
of femininity. 


“Would | ever be willing,” I asked myself, “to give up these lovely 
trinkets and return to the world of men?” 


I didn’t like the thought, dear diary . . . not at all. A pretty gold chain 
with a heart dangling from it, completely finished the adornment I wore, 
other than the pretty jeweled watch Debbie had given me for my seven- 
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teenth birthday. I had barely finished my dressing, when she came 
io the foot of the stairs and called: “Jennifer! Breakfast is ready darling. 
Come and get it before it gets cold.” 


“All right, Debbie,” I answered. “I’m dressed and I'll be there in a mo- 
ment.” I had to get one more look at Jennifer, before I left the full length 
mirror. Indeed she was lovely. So much so that I felt a twinge of regret 
that she couldn’t stay always. | forced myself away from the mirror 
and down the carpeted stairs. The very simple things such as walking, 
going down stairs, and appearing in the sight of my darling Debby, were 
thrills such as those who have never tried this cannot imagine. 


“Oh”... she gasped as I walked in. “You look so lovely.” 


This had me feeling as though I was on top of the world. “You think 
I might pass as a girl?” 


“If I didn’t know better, you would fool me. Sit down over here,” 
she said, indicating a chair on her right. “I want you to eat lightly until 
we have pulled your waistline in at least three inches. I can stand to lose 
ten pounds myself, so we'll exercise, diet and be miserable together. 
Okay?” 


We had two slices of brown toast without margarine, a boiled egg 
and black coffee. It filled me up though, because the girdle I was wearing 
held my stomach in rather tightly. After small talk, we readied ourselves 
for the trip to the beauty shop which I no longer dreaded. | wanted this 
experience now, and was happy when she had completed her dressing. 


“Was it worth being caught, to get to do all this?” she asked as we 
opened the doors of her Volkswagen and got in. 


I didn’t answer until 1 had pulled the dress down over my exposed girdle 
legs, and then: “Would you believe it if I said I was glad he discovered 
the truth? Having my ears pierced and being made to look more feminine 
by his alteration of my body was worth it. To get to be with you is a 
bonus | will always be thankful for. [’m so happy now, Debby. Honest 
fam.” 


“Then I am also happy. At least this way we get to be with each other 
all the time. With you as Gene it was so limited I found the hours of 
separation almost unbearable.” Her right hand found it’s way to my 
nylon encased legs and rubbed them softly. “I only regret that we have 
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such a limited love life. It will be difficult being with you for four years 
and not being able to.” 


“I won’t mind that, Debby,” I protested. “Being with you and holding 
you when I want to will be enough.” 


At the beauty shop our appointment was waiting, so we were quickly 
put through the ropes. As I look back on it now, I almost relive the 
three hours. It was so satisfying to let the pretty girl who worked on my 
hair fuss over me. She kept talking about fixing me so pretty that Id 
have to fight the boys away. 


When we stepped outside the beauty shop I actually felt the part I 
was living. We drove downtown and parked in a parking lot. For an 
hour we strolled from store to store, trying on dresses, skirts and sweaters. 
It was like being in heaven! We had lunch in a restaurant and resumed 
our shopping tour. Men smiled, flirted, ogled and whistled. It didn’t 
embarrass me at all. Jennifer was coming of age, I decided. To be called 
“Miss” by men and women alike was honey sweet to the taste. 


This didn’t end with that day. Between taking care of our entrance 
problems (having my name changed by forgery of documents from Gene 
White to Jennifer Whaley) and getting registered in college, took up 
some time. Buying some new clothes took some more. We had little 
time to play before the fall term began. Her father’s name and money were 
a distinct help, and without it we wouldn’t have made it as easily as 
we did. 


McAllister Tech was seventy miles trom home. We drove her car to 
school on Friday, before the official opening on Monday. The bug was 
heavily loaded, inside and out with clothing. She pulled strings until 
permission was granted for us to live off campus in a rented apartment. 
It was just two blocks from the Administration building. This was a re- 
lief to me, because I dreaded being closeted in a girl’s dorm. 


It took us until Saturday night to get everything adjusted, so Dear 
Diary, I was plenty tired when we undressed and got ready for bed. I’ve 
spent all day today (Sunday) bringing you up to date. As soon as I can 
Ill begin daily entries again. But so far . . . it’s been a wonderful experi- 
ence. Both of us are so happy. Goodnight, Diary.” 
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; COLDFRONT 


ay Stephanie Mi al 


Our plans were set. Immediately after the Christmas rush was over, 
brother’s business as a furniture salesman, would come to a standstill 
for a few days. So GG and I, decided to take two days off of work after 
Christmas and go down to Islamorada, in the Florida Keys. 


Brother drove down there a few days prior to our departure to secure 
a good location. He found a place that we will call Lookout Lodge. It 
was perfect, on the Gulf of Mexico side, and the vacant efficiency apart- 
ment was the last one in the line before the beach. One could have a lot 
of privacy there, without any worries. 


The apartment was nice, with a full-size kitchen. living room, dining 
area, and bedroom area. The furnishings were surprisingly nice, and 
very comfortable. He knew two girls would enjoy it. The sandy beach 
was less than 50 ft. from the door, and the boat dock, also handy. He 
arranged with a local boat rental, to have an 18 ft. boat and SO hp engine, 
delivered there on the day GG and | would arrive. The deposits were 
paid and all arrangements made. 


Since the apartment was going to be vacant, until GG and I got there, 
the managers allowed brother to go shopping and leave the groceries 
in it. He told the manager that his wife and sister were going to be there, 
by themselves so he wanted all to be ready for them. 


This was going to be quite an experience, and brother was really ex- 
cited about it. A year and a half before, he went down to Key West, ana 
I took over, the whole time there. But brother had informed the motel 
that he was a professional female impersonator, and was down there for 
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practice. So they knew (the managers only) and accepted it when they 
saw him in feminine attire. That is, if they really recognized he and I, as 
the same person at all. But this time, it was just to be two girls, as far 
as anyone knew, and he hoped it would stay that way. 


The drive home was only 100 miles, and visions of those wonderful 
two days yet to come made the journey seem much longer. Lets check 
do I have the key? Yes! Did I put the bait for the fishing in the freezer? 
Yes! Was the wardrobe I had planned to bring down sufficient? Yes! 
So many wonderful thoughts. 


The morning of our departure, brother drove our daughter over to her 
grandmother’s house. I don’t dare change while she is home as it still 
upsets her. She doesn’t mind when I do my Charmaine magic act, but as 
myself, Stephanie, to her is a no-no, This makes things difficult at times 
but we work them out, such as this trip. 


Brother filled the car with gas, loaded the luggage, we so carefully 
packed, and put in the fishing gear. He then took a very very close shave 
and I said to the reflection in the mirror, “Bye bye brother, see you in 
two days.” I plucked my eyebrows as much as was safe, applied my 
foundation makeup, chose a light blue eye shadow, black mascara, 
brown eyebrow pencil, a creamy pink lipstick, and just a dash of rouge. 
Within a short time, there was a very pleasant lady looking back at me 
in the mirror. Just then GG called out “Stephanie, are you going to 
take all day in there? Your never ready on time.” She was getting even 
with me for the many times brother has said that to her. We had a good 
laugh over it, and I had her check my makeup for me. She seemed satis- 
fied and said, “My girlfriend looks fine!” It really is wonderful how she 
accepts me. 


I then dressed, putting on my white, lacey, padded bra, bikini panties, 
white half slip, pantyhose, white cotton long sleeve blouse with a ruffle 
front, and white skirt. I chose my blue and white pumps with matching 
handbag. The topper of course, was my favorite wig, the human hair 
one, that I use in my act. It had just come back from the stylist, and 
looked beautiful. I was shaking with anticipation, and couldn’t wait 
to get started. We decided that I would drive, as it was a long trip, and 
we would stay on main roads in case of trouble. I had a few pieces of 
magical equipment in the car, and enough Charmaine identification on 
me, in case I got stopped by the police, or had an auto accident, I could 
lie my way out, by saying I was on my way to do a show. In most cities 
in Florida, I can be out dressed, as long as | am on my way to do a show, 
or on my way home from one. 
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GG and I got into the car and were underway in seconds. At first ] 
was a bit nervous, because I had never undertaken a journey of this 
length, fully dressed. I imagined that every passing car was staring at 
us, and a few were, because GG is a very beautiful woman. However, as 
the trip progressed, I was getting braver and braver. By the time we got 
to Jewfish Creek, we were getting a bit hungry, so we decided to stop at a 
good restaurant there for something to eat. 


Now there is one thing that I don’ do well. That is to put on a be- 
lievable feminine voice. So we had decided to fake me just getting over 
the flu, and I would talk in a whisper. (For clarity sake, when I do my 
impersonation magic act, I work entirely to music and don’t talk.) 


The restaurant was fairly crowded, but we got an excellent table. to 
the rear, by a window. The view was lovely. Mangrove Islands, blue 
water, swaying palm trees. A very fitting setting to an anticipated beau- 
tiful time. I had my favorite whenever I go to the Keys, “Turtle Steak,” 
while GG had a bit more conventional fare. Everything went smooth in 
the restaurant, and I don’t believe anyone suspected my identity. How- 
ever, | still had that little lump of fear in my midsection until we left 
and were Lack in the car. 


We arrived at Lookout Lodge about 30 minutes later. We pulled into 
the parking space by the apartment, and I checked out the car windows 
to make sure the manager was not around. | had thoughts that he might 
recognize me. I first showed GG the apartment, and it pleased her. But 
when we went back out to the car to unload it, there, big as life, was the 
manager. He introduced himself, and Ill call him Mr. Brown. We got 
the welcoming speech, and “I hope you have a good time. If there is 
anything I can do to help, etc.” That you always get from resort man- 
agers. He said to me, that I must be Stan’s sister, as I looked so much 
like him. I seemed to catch a hint of recognition in his eyes, but if he 
did suspect, he didn’t let on. 


This actually made me feel more at ease. Most hotel, motel and 
resort managers, run into all types of situations. As long as you conduct 
yourself in a respectable and moral manner, they are quite complacent 
as a whole. Mr. Brown told me that the boat I rented was at the dock, 
and he would show it to us as soon as he helped us in with our luggage. 
He was a great person and wouldn't let us lift anything that he thought 
was heavy. In a way, I felt guilty, because I knew I was much stronger 
than he appeared to be. But ladies do like to be treated as ladies. 
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He showed us around the apartment, and explained how everything 
worked. Then he took us down to the dock, and showed us the boat. 
It was white with blue trim. The type of boat used mainly for water 
skiing, but ideal for fishing. He seemed concerned about us using it. I 
assured him that I had ran boats all my life. I was sure by now that he 
knew who I was. But he still went along with it all, and I knew by in- 
stinct, he would continue. But can you imagine the thoughts he had in 
his head. My GG was getting a kick out of it all, as she had the same 
suspicious as I. 


We thanked Mr. Brown, for his assistance and GG and I went into the 
apartment and started laughing. We were hilarious. It must have come 
from a release of tension. The other tenants were nowhere to be seen. 
Lookout Lodge only has 5 units, and ] imagine the other people were 
out fishing or skin diving, as is common in the keys. So GG and I de- 
cided to change into our bathing suits and have a little swim after 
our trip to relax. I didn’t have to be coaxed. In no time I was into my 
beautiful new red one piece suit, with the built in bra, that I bought for 
this trip. Off came my wig, and on went the matching red, floral swim- 
cap. 


The sun was shining, it was a typical south Florida day. The fresh sea 
air, blowing in my face and the crunching of the clean sand between my 
toes as I walked to the water, gave me an inner feeling of cleanliness. I 
had the natural impulse to take my GG’s hand and run into the water 
with her, but remembered that two girls don’t do those things. We both 
got to the water at the same time, it was cool and felt good against the 
heat of the sun. We started splashing each other, giggling, and having 
fun, as friends should. After a short interlude of bathing, we laid on the 
beach and soaked in the sun’s rays. I could tell, this was going to be a 
wonderful, though all too short vacation. 


About 4:30 we returned to the apartment, showered, I shaved, and 
refreshed my makeup. GG turned on the television as I slipped into a 
new ruffled robe I bought from one of the fanciest department stores 
in my area. I went into the kitchen and put up a pot of coffee, then re- 
turned to the couch and sat with GG while it perked. She discussed the 
weight that I had taken off once again. (For awhile, I had gained quite 
a bit of weight but managed to lose it.) My GG worries more about me 
than I do myself. 

We planned to take the boat out late that night, and go snapper fish- 
ing. The red snapper is one of Florida’s tastiest fish. We decided that 
neither one of us felt like cooking supper, even though there were plenty 
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of groceries in the refrigerator so we decided to go to the Chesapeake 
House, a very fine eatery about six miles south of where we were. By 
this time I was totally a girl, and had no second thoughts about going. 
Brother was nowhere in my mind. 


We got dressed for dinner about 7:00 p.m. I chose to wear my red and 
white Polka Dot dress, with red pumps and bag. I thought I would be a 
bit provocative tonight, and put on fancy eyelashes, and my long red 
wig. When we got to the restaurant, it was very crowded and we could 
see it would be a long wait for a table. So we gave our names to the 
hostess, to be put on the waiting list. and went into the cocktail lounge. 
It was dark as most lounges are, and we sat at a corner table. The wait- 
ress came over and we ordered two pink ladies. GG and I sipped our 
cocktails until the hostess came in to escort us to our table in the dining 
room. All went very smoothly and I felt as much a woman as any woman 
there. 


The food was very good. But the best part was having our waitress 
compliment me on my hairdo and asking where I had had it done. She 
was very courteous to us, and I was really enthralled with the whole ex- 
perience. 


After a leisurely ride back to the lodge, we thought it would be a good 
idea to get ready to go fishing. Even though we both were too tired to 
really go. I wanted to go, mainly, because I had bought a bikini bath- 
ing suit also, and didn’t dare wear it in public. But at night, in a boat, 
away from anyone, I would be confortable in it. So I once again 
changed, put on the bikini, and slipped a leopard colored caftan over it. 
GG was smarter, and just put on a pair of capris and a shell blouse. | 
put on my blonde dynell wig, and secured it well with bobby pins. It 
might seem like 1 changed a lot, but I loved every minute of it. 


We took the fishing rods, bait, and tackle box, and put them into the 
boat. The engine started with the electric starter right away, I switched 
on the lights, released the lines, and we were off. About two miles out, I 
switched off the motor, and took off the caftan. It sure felt good out 
there, in my bikini. We baited our lines, and got down to fishing. The 
moon was bright, and we stayed there for about an hour, when it started 
getting very cold, and the wind got quite a blow behind it. We had to 
pull in our lines and head back to the lodge. Just my luck, a cold front, 
not unusual for this time of year, was starting to move in. 
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After securing the boat, and taking our gear into the apartment, we 
looked for the heater. There was a big air conditioner, but no heat! It 
was really getting cold. | undressed, put on my nightgown and got into 
a warm robe, that I was thankful I had brought along. GG wrapped a 
blanket around her, and within a half hour, I found myself doing the 
same. I wiped off my makeup and applied a night cream. GG heated 
the coffeepot, and we must have looked like two Indian sqaws, sitting 
there sipping our coffee, and wrapped in blankets. 


As cold as we were and as tired as we were, sleep came fast. We slept 
late the next day, and it was well past noon when we woke up. We flipped 
a coin as to who would cook breakfast. I cheated and lost. So I cooked. 


It was still very cold and the hot coffee felt good going down. The 
stubble on my face felt very coarse, so I got rid of that fast. I just can’t 
feel feminine without a smooth face. I could see that swimming and fish- 
ing were going to be out now, because of the weather. GG and I thought 
we had better go into town and get something warm to sleep in that 
night. ' 


I applied my makeup with care, polished my nails, and decided to 
just wear a pair of double knit capris and a print blouse. I put on my 
blue flats, and bulky knit sweater. I chose my dark brown shag wig. It 
was the warmest one I had. If a wig can be warm. GG had on about the 
same as I did. 


We drove to the first dress shop we saw, with the heater in my car 
going full blast. It was crazy to stay down there in this weather, when | 
could be home with my central air and heating system, but I wasn’t 
about to give.up these feminine hours for anything so trivial as freezing 
to death. 


The selection of flannel nightgown’s left a lot to be desired. But I 
selected a blue granny one, with a high neck, and GG a green one. They 
were overpriced, as resort shops are, but all we could find. As I looked 
through the shop, I saw so many beautiful dresses, gowns, skirts and 
blouses, that I just wanted to get everything in my size and try it on. The 
temptation was strong, but I overcame it, paid for my purchases and 
we left. 


On the way back to the lodge, we stopped at Howard Johnson’s for a 
snack. There was a man in front of us as we entered and he held the door 
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open for us. For a woman it is a natural occurrence, but for me, it meant 
a lot. Again, all went smooth, and I was in my glory. Starting now to 
think that in the morning I would be heading home, and in the worst 
way, not wanting to. This was all too nice. Being a girl, feeling like a 
girl, coming and going as I pleased. 


It was completely different than when I do my Impersonation act. As 
Charmaine, I’m accepted dressed at home and in the nightclubs, be- 
cause everyone knows that I am a man, and doing an act. But as myself, 
Stephanie, here | am, accepted as a woman, because people think I am 
a woman. That is one big ego booster. 


When GG and I returned once again to the lodge, we changed into our 
new nighties, even though it was late afternoon, put on our robes, 
switched on television and just spent the rest of the day talking girl talk, 
playing scrabble, and enjoying each other’s company. It was still cold, 
but we didn’t seem to mind it so much now. We were planning when we 
could do it again. Right away wouldn’t be too soon for me. 


We got up early in the morning and | put on the same white outfit I 
wore driving down. I went to Mr. Brown’s office, paid my bill, left 
money with him to take care of the boat rental, and thanked him for his 
hospitality. He said that he enjoyed having us and we were two very well 
behaved young ladies, and that he hoped we would return again soon. I 
couldn’t help but wonder if he really knew, or it was my imagination. 
Whichever, he surely helped a girl have a fantastic two days in spite of 
the cold front. 

Co) 


3RD CLASS MAIL 


In TVia 76 I explained about the size of our postal bill and asked if 
any of you would give your O.K. to mailing 3rd class mail which is 
vastly cheaper. So far only two readers have been kind enough to give 
their O.K. All other publications in the field mail by 3rd Class. Chevalier 
is the only one that has clung to Ist Class Mail. And we will stick with 
it for those who feel they must have it that way. But there are lots of you 
receiving other things 3rd Class and many who have PO boxes under 
other names who could, without complications, O.K. our use of 3rd 
Class for you. We really would appreciate your considering this problem 
and helping in this way if you can. I don’t like to raise prices on things, 
I agree they are high enough already, but when paper and printing and 
postage go up either I have to absorb it all or you help by cutting down 
on the postage. 40 cents is a lot to pay to ship one issue of TVia. It 
would be just half or 20 cents by 3rd Class. Think about it. 
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Early and Late 
Sydney - FCQ-1-K 


Two photos of self 
portraits drawn from 
photos — SO years apart. 


Above at the age of 20 
as ““Moonyeen” in “Smilin’ 
Thru” 


Right in 1971 age 70 
growing older gracefully 


FICTION = = 


: THE NEW WORLD 


Ree Louise — Penn. 


The car stopped. Their lips met in a tender lingering kiss. The car 
moved on. 


Joe kicked open the door of their honeymoon cottage. Gently lifting 
Charlene in his arms he carried her across the threshold in the typical 
American fashion of newlyweds. Once inside, he moved to the sofa to 
gently put Charlene down. 


“Darling — are you happy?” Charlene tenderly questioned him. 


“This has to be the happiest day in my life and I know of yours,” re- 
plied Joe. Lovingly Charlene’s arms encircled Joe’s neck. Glancing 
down, Joe’s lips met the glossy red, perfectly made-up lips of Charlene. 
For a period of minutes the two appeared as statues as they remained 
in this position. Dizzily Charlene broke away to catch her breath. 
“Honey, get yourself and the champagne ready while I prepare myself,” 
Charlene whispered in Joc’s ear, giving it a delicate kiss. Joe put her 
on her feet. Gathering the train of her elegant gown, Charlene ever so 
coyly and fetchingly exited to the bedroom. 


Inside, it took a matter of seconds to unfasten the gown and have it 
slide over her feminine body and pile on the floor about her nylon clad 
legs. Daintily she knelt down, gathered the gown, and placed it in the 
closet. 


In her bridal slip of satin and lace, and her satin pumps, she went into 
the bathroom to prepare for her Joe. Making certain the water was of 
the right temperature and appropriately perfumed, she went about re- 
moving her make-up as the bath was running and as she now stood com- 
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pletely nude before the mirror, her thoughts of the future were finalized. 
Her hair, now set in curlers, and appropriately covered with a chiffon 
scarf, she stepped into the bath. As she luxuriated in the bath with her 
dreams the silence was broken by Joe. Opening the bathroom door and 
peering in at the elegant figure in the bath, Joe questioned her tardiness. 


Blushing ever so lightly, Charlene informed Joe, who was dressed in 
pajamas and robe, that he was infringing on a woman’s most cherished 
pastime and that she would be ready in ten minutes. 


After drying and powdering herself with perfume scented powder, 
Joe’s favorite, she diligently and expertly replaced her make-up. With 
this complete she fixed her hair in a most fashionable and bewitching 
style. 


Attaching her lacy bra in the back, and adding most realistic falsies, 
she then stepped into an exquisite floor length satin gown with lace 
bodice and a pegnoir of virgin white. A glance in the mirror, a pat at a 
misplaced curl told Charlene she was ready to make her grand entrance. 
Stepping into matching mules she glided into the living room and the 
awaiting arms of her husband. Extending his arms to the fullest Joe 
paused to drink in the lovely form which stood before him. 


“An angel in white,” were the words spoken by Joe. 


“My how fate does work. It is too impossible to be true. Yet here we 
are, just the two of us,” replied Chariene. 


Encircling their arms, and holding their champagne glasses, they each 
made a toast to the other and drank from the other’s glass. This was 
followed by the breaking of the glasses in the fireplace. 


Joe then, quite forcefully, took Charlene again in his arms and 
smothered her with kisses. Joe and Charlene became drunk with love 
and finally fell asleep in each other’s arms in the wee hours of the morn- 
ing. 


Awakening before Joe, Charlene went about her housewife duties of 
preparing breakfast. The aroma of freshly brewed coffee and the crack- 
ling sound of frying bacon caused Joe to rise, put on his robe and enter 
the kitchen. Dressed in the mules from last night, but in a shorter pink 
gown and pegnoir with puffy sleeves, Charlene glided across the kitchen 
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to meet Joe. A singing good morning followed by a sweet kiss was the 
greeting Joe received. 


After a filling breakfast Joe and Charlene went into the living room. 
Placing a record on the phonograph the two sat on the sofa. 


“Honey,” interrupted Charlene, “I have been thinking. Would you 
mind if 1 made myself as feminine as possible and yet didn’t lose my sex 
drive? In other words, may I take hormones to fill our my figure which 
is lacking now?” 


“Darling, I was about to ask the same question of you,” replied Joe. 


After about a year of self-administered hormones each of them had 
begun to take on the physical manifestations appropriate to their re- 
spective roles. About a year later Charlene was the proud possessor of 
two well-rounded breasts, thin waist, large hips and ever-so-delicate 
complexion. Joe, on the other hand was developing breasts as large as, 
if not larger than, Charlene’s. Yes, Joe was pregnant. “My, it would be 
embarrassing to explain this to others, wouldn’t it,” Charlene remarked 
with a grin. 


So, for the time being, Charlene had lost a husband and assumed the 
position of nurse for her mistress for the remainder of the year. 


As the time arrived, Charlene, dressed in the operating room green of 
a nurse, wheeled Joe into the delivery room of the Tallahassie General 
Hospital. Minutes later they were the proud parents of twins named 
Lillian and Kevin. Appropriately the boy was named Lillian and the 
girl Kevin. 


Once the birth was over Charlene assumed the motherly role, and, 
after a period of recouperating, Joe became the husband again. 


Their plans were running on schedule now. For it was their intention 
that, in starting the new world, males would be the women. That is, they 
would dress and assume all the duties, dress, habits, actions, etc. of 
those we today call women. 


Years have now passed. Joe and Charlene are only names in history 
books and the world of this day is quite populated. As Joe and Char- 
lene had wished the world is just the way they planned. The women of 
today are the men of yesterday. This is what society now dictates and 
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approves of. In these days a publication called TRANSVESTIA which 
was once published in the 20th Century is no longer needed. 
Epilogue contributed by your Editor — 

We do, however, have a few throwbacks — males who feel that there 
is more to life than just feminine beauty, housewifely chores and bridge 
clubs. They long to express more aggressiveness and decisiveness and 
some of them, I'm told, go so far as to wear pants secretly, to plaster 
their lovely curls down flat, and swagger around pretending that they 
are the big Lords of Creation. I imagine any day now one of them will 
take the name “Virgil” and start an underground publication called 
“Pantsvestia” to try and band all these dissidents together. Isn’t it funny 
that no matter which side of the fence you're on the grass on the other 
side is greener? 

9 —=—_ aaa 
OUT OF STOCK ISSUES! 

As most of you remember we have advertised for some time that we 
would buy back issues which are no longer in print for $2 each cash or 
credit. As a result we have acquired a supply of from | to 6 of many of 
the issues which are no longer available from open stock. Many of you 
have bought all the issues both back and current that we have stocks of 
and are now out of reading material. So again I call your attention to 
these “buy back” issues. Because we have to buy them, their sale price 
to you is $6 each but as they are by this time all collector’s items those 
of you who want to fill in and complete your library should order as soon 
as you read this because it won’t take but a few replies and we will be 
fresh out again. If we have the issues you want we'll ship them, if we 
don’t we'll put you on a reserve card for them and ship when they turn 
up. 

Of course the repurchase offer still goes for those of you who either 
need to raise cash or who can no longer store issues you have accumu- 
lated. Send them in and say whether you want cash, or credit against 
merchandise. 


TVia Rental Cost Must Go to $3 

While we are at it | might also remind those of you who do not want 
to buy out of stock issues that they can be rented. However, with the ap- 
pearance of this issue I am going to have to raise the rental cost to $3. 
You send $6 and you get $3 back as a returnable deposit when the issue 
is returned. The postage and the record keeping just don’t leave enough 
out of the former $2 to make it worthwhile. But even at $3 it is a good 
buy as you can read the output of 10 years of FP literature and so to 
speak grow up through the days before things got as free as they are 
today. 


45 


[Ransvestia 


Tina - GA. 


Dorina NV-1-D FPE Liz - Hawaii 


” y ARTICLE 


MASCULINITY, FEMININITY 
AND THE ENVIRONMENT 


Rosemary —s England — ee SC 


In most cultures, masculine and feminine attitudes and occupations di- 
vide along pretty well the same lines. Men hunt, herd animals, build 
houses, make and enforce the laws, advance scientific and technical know]- 
edge, build and operate factories and manage commerce generally. Most 
of these activities could be described as aggressive — going out and doing 
something to the envionment. Women, on the other hand, are essentially 
conservative in their activities. They are concerned with crop raising, food 
preservation and cooking, making the home and clothes, tending the sick 
man and both rearing and teaching their children. While male activities 
mould and destroy their environment and each other (1 left War out of my 
list of Masculine activities), women are much more concerned with safe- 
guarding the future of the species and its environment. 


At the moment there is an apparently increasing merger of masculine 
and feminine behaviour in people of both sexes. I say “apparently” ad- 
visedly, because if you look closely at all movements from the “‘blue 
stockings” of Victorian days, through the suffrage movement to the cur- 
rent efforts of Women’s Lib., they are mainly concerned with becoming 
equal to Men in their specifically Masculine affairs. When they get there, 
in the army, the legislature or the Office they will attempt to outdo the 
men in aggressiveness and destructiveness, becoming perfect copies of 
the men they have supplanted. 


We have all heard a great deal about Spoilation of our Environment, 
wastage of limited resources and now the possible destruction by our 
activities of the human race altogether. These are, of course, the 21st cen- 
tury chickens, hatched out of 19th century eggs, that are coming home to 
roost, the end result of our inventiveness and aggressiveness against our 
environment. It is by our purely masculine behaviours that we have 
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brought ourselves to the point of destruction, and now the Women want 
to join us in our madness. 


You will be beginning to wonder what all this has to do with TVia and 
those who read it. It’s this: — some months ago (I quote from memory) 
Virginia pointed to the emergence, in the Hippie movement, of an attempt 
by some men to adopt some of the attributes of women, and then went on 
to speculate that, if this developed, in a generation or two there might be 
no more transvestites, because there were no longer clearly delineated 
differences in the mentality in the two sexes. Ever since | first found TVia 
and FPE, I have come back again and again to the thought that what is 
really important is not the clothes, whether I will be acceptable to my 
GG, or whether I[ could “pass.” The vital thing is “what am 1?” and “what 
should | attempt to be?” (For instance, | don’t yet know whether to sign 
this letter “Rosemary” or “Roy’’). In their contexts, both Virginia and 
Susanna have made this point many times over. They have said that per- 
sonality becomes more feminine at all levels as they prolong their experi- 
ence as transvestites. ] am too new to the experience of accepting my 
transvestism at all to be aware of this, but of one thing I am sure. It is 
that if all men do not mix their masculine aggressiveness with feminine 
conservatism then there just won't be any next generation or two, whether 
normal, transvestite or anything else. The human race has got to become 
bi-genderal in thought and emotion or it will speedily destroy itself in its 
own garbage and excreta. Virginia thought that “*Men’s Lib.,” men liberat- 
ing themselves from the straight jacket of their masculinity, would lead 
to the disappearance of Transvestism. I feel that the failure of men to 
liberate themselves, coupled with the rush of the women to join them, will! 
lead to the disappearance of Man, in a civilized state, from the Earth. 


In FPE, in TVia we need the relaxation from the pressures of the world, 
we need the fantasies and the make-believe, and sometimes we can find 
them, be satisfied and find relief. But neither the real world outside, nor 
our submerged femme-self within will wait and leave us alone. You might 
say that we are uniquely fortunate in our misfortune in not being as other 
men, for we have the wherewithal to remake ourselves and perhaps to 
help other men to remake themselves and so be able to avert the disaster 
that is looming before us. 
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THINGS ARE LOOKING UP 


Joanna — Wash. — Ae C= 


‘Hello girls!” You know, that one phrase is enough to send me into 
complete ecstacy. We are quite lucky to be able to experience the thrills 
that one little phrase can give. 


I have been trying for some time to pinpoint the beginnings of my 
transvestite tendencies. I guess I first noticed that there was something 
different about me when I was about seven years old. 


My mother and father were never really strict with me. I would get a 
spanking once in a while, but never anything else. I was not forced to 
wear any pretty little dresses, and when I was young I don’t think I was 
really interested in wearing them. 


The first attraction I had to anything feminine was the long hair that 
some of the girls at school had. 


There were many times that I would daydream about having waist 
length hair tied in pretty bows. I would wonder how it would feel and 
just thinking about it made me very excited. 


This fascination with long hair lasted for the first few years of my 
FP life. I don’t know when it happened, but one day I found some make- 
up in the bathroom. This particular day, for some reason, | found it to 
be like a magnet. I just couldn’t force myself away from the few articles — 
my mother had left lying around. | finally gave in and had my first ex- 
perience with making up. The results, were no doubt clumsy, but I was 
definitely hooked to the fullest extent in the femme life. 
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The episode with the makeup more or less led the way to bigger and 
better things. I began to try on various articles of clothing after the trial 
with the makeup. The more I dressed, the more I needed to dress, and 
dress constantly. 


So for the next few years I dressed every time my parents, brother and 
sister were out of the house. | would think up excuses to stay home when 
trips were planned, or when just short visits were in the offering. These 
few moments with my femme side were cherished and memories were 
drawn upon whenever I could not dress for any period of time. 


During this period there were times when I had some very close calls. 
I can remember mother coming in the house unexpectedly with grandma 
and my sister. I was clothed, bejeweled, and made up. I crawled under 
the bed and undressed while my mother was in the same room. I then 
proceeded to the bathroom, and washed rather hurriedly. The amazing 
thing was that no dne caught me. I voted myself the “Invisible Woman” 
award after that one. 


This life style continued on until I got out of high school. I tried 
college for awhile, but found I was'just not cut out for the college life. So 
I embarked on the next phase of my life, I entered the service. 


My time in service found me dressing in very erratic spurts. Basic 
training was a period of total abstinence. | really thought that by being 
in service | might find myself no longer needing the lovely clothes that I 
had loved to wear in civilian life. 


Well, I am convinced that I shali never give up my femme side. Think- 
ing about it now, I think that we who have this ability to express both 
sides are very lucky and I hope to learn to accept myself as I am, and 
improve both John and Joanna. 


It wasn’t long after I got to my station that I was able to make the 
acquaintance of a nice young girl. She was never aware of my tendencies, 
at least she gave no indication that she was. We got to know each other 
pretty well and we began to live together. Then my old desires began to 
come back to me stronger than ever. 


She would go to work and leave me at the house alone. Those days, 
when I had a day off, and she was at work, were days that I spent catch- 
ing up on makeup techniques and the thrills of dressing. 

I remember many times during this period when I would have doubts 
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about myself. I started really worrying about what I was. I thought I 
might be homosexual, and this troubled me very much. These thoughts 
were really a Godsend, however, because they made me think and start 
asking questions of myself. Answers to my questions could only come 
through research and so | started reading. A lot of the answers I got at 
first, were very disturbing. I was beginning to confirm my worry that I 
might be a homosexual. But I finally got myself straightened out on that 
point! I then thought that I might be transexual. This thought took 
longer for me to straighten out. 


I started dreaming about really being a woman. I only wanted to rid 
myself of the male identities, and become female. I was very confused 
and lost during this time. I began to get some answers to this problem 
finally, and realized I was not of this particular group. 


The real awakening came for me only after I was sent overseas and 
returned. My period of time overseas was a time of complete abstin- 
ance from dressing. I never lost the desire while I was overseas, I just 
never had the opportunity. But, after I came back from overseas, I had 
a real awakening. And that was when I came across TRANSVESTIA. 
I read the first volume and have been reading every one I could since 
the first one. TRANSVESTIA, I think, is one of the best things that can 
happen to a transvestite. It helped me understand myself and is still 
helping me. The discovery of TRANSVESTIA at the time, was again 
a Godsend. I no sooner had discovered it, than I found myself discover- 
ing a very wonderful girl. 


Kathy came into my life just last year and I thank God that she did. 
We had met through mutual friends and hit it off right away. 

It took us all of six months to make the big step and we were married. 
I made one bad mistake when we got married though, | was still too 
chicken to tell my new wife about Joanna. I just couldn’t find the words. 


Fate, as usual, forced my hand. I had been receiving TRANSVESTIA 
for about three months at a P.O. Box at the base. So the Air Force, being 
what it is, cancelled out the box and never told me about it. One day I 
came home and found TRANSVESTIA sitting in the plain brown 
envelope on the kitchen table. The only problem was it was opened. I 
told myself that Kathy hadn’t opened it, but even hoping as much as I 
did, I couldn’t change the facts. 
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Kathy walked in with a smile on her face, actually it was more like a 
devilish grin. She asked me how I was feeling, I said fine, even though 
I was scared to death. She then hit me with her bomb. She asked me 
what that magazine was. I couldn’t believe it, after all those years I had 
finally been discovered! | tried to talk around it, but Kathy stood her 
ground. She told me she had read the book and she wanted to know 
what it meant. I realized I finally would have to tell the truth. 


I proceeded to tell her as best I could. { felt that at any moment the 
end would come. Kathy would get up screaming and laughing. I kept 
waiting, but it never did come. Instead of ridicule, I received love and 
the words, “I love you, all of you, and if this is part of you, then I'll try 
to understand.” 


I know it sounds like a fairy tale, there is no wife on earth that under- 
stands and accepts things that readily, but believe me she did. She just 
asked that I take her in slowly. She wanted me to explain how I felt when 
dressed and asked if there wasn’t someone we could see or something 
that she might read, so she might understand better. I immediately sent 
for THE TRANSVESTITE AND HIS WIFE and this she read. I have 
never regretted her reading that book. Now she reads all the TRANS- 
VESTIAS, as I do and every story that we can get hold of. 


It has been about five months now since I explained everything to 
Kathy. I’m sure you are wondering how it has all worked out. Well, I 
can say that I am more than happy with how things are going. Let me 
tell you what has happened so far, and what we are considering for the 
future. First of all I have finally gotten to wear clothes whenever I feel 
like it. Kathy does not complain or cry when I do, instead she has been 
helping me buy clothes and these hang in the “Girls Closet.” My wife 
and Joanna share the bedroom closet while John has his clothes in an- 
other bedroom. 


The clothes are not all. Kathy went out and got me a couple of wigs so 
I could be complete in my change. She helps style them and teaches me 
about the care of them. We are planning on getting a real human hair 
wig for my trips in public. It will be of the finest quality that we can 
afford. So, my hair problems are taken care of. 


Makeup is practiced every day possible, and again Kathy takes an 
active part in it. She will make me up one night, then I will try and do 
as well the next night. She has me pretty well trained now and I am ex- 
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perimenting on my own. I| am trying to get as natural looking as pos- 
sible. | don’t like to look like some lady of the night. 


Makeup, hair, and clothes have been improved a lot, but that is not 
all we have to work on. For instance, many nights have been spent on 
walking, talking and sitting. Kathy watches how I eat, pointing out 
little mistakes I make while using utensils or from stuffing too much 
in my mouth. 


One of the things that Kathy really likes is when I put my apron on 
wth all its frills and ruffles and proceed to do the housework. Kathy 
shows me all of the little tricks that cut house cleaning time in half. She 
is also teaching me to cook when we have time, and I must admit that 
I like it. 


So as you can see, we are keeping ourselves busy, Kathy teaching, and 
me learning. We have come a long way since that first day, but we are 
planning on going a lot further. I am letting my hair grow as long as 
possible on top. This is so it can be styled with our cascade. Eventually 
hope to grow it long enough so it can be styled in a very feminine style. 
Pierced ears have been discussed and this is something that we will do 
when I get out of service. My fingernails are growing out and I am 
learning how to properly manicure them. 


The most exciting thing that we have discussed is ways that I could 
possible live and work as a woman, and make the gender change. We 
have discussed hair styling, boutiques, and secretarial work. My present 
job, however, limits my choices since I don’t have much free time to 
prepare myself for any of these. The boutique has the greatest possi- 
bilities. 


So what if I do accomplish these particular dreams? For one thing, 
it means that my hair will be more than just suitable for feminine styling. 
It will be past my shoulders in a few short years and never cut again. 
My next move is to try hormones so that I will feel more comfortable in 
my new gender role. Long hair, feminine bosom, and derriere, and 
electrolysis will be the goal that I will shoot for and if I fall short I will 
still be a very happy and satisfied femme person. 


So that is my story and also my plans for the future. The future sounds 
out of reach, I know, but remember what I have now was a dream of 
the future not too long ago. Besides, I have the biggest hill already 
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climbed, my wife understands me and is willing to help with every- 
thing, and I do mean everything. 


So, I will leave my story at that, and thanking God for my under- 
standing wife, TRANSVESTIA, and a wonderful woman | hope to 


meet someday, by the name of Virginia Prince. 


——_————> 98 = —__—_—— 


“Nobody’s ever risked their life for me before. 
Most men don't think too highly of female impersonators.” 
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‘CASS MEETS THE PSYCHIA TRIST 


_zK_— Cynthia, N. J. 


The nurse arose, adjusted the gold-rimmed glasses on her thin, almost 
hawk-like nose, and stood waiting behind her desk as the young blonde 
entered the reception room. She looked impatiently at her pendant watch 
and then at Cass with a grimace designed to convey her annoyance to 
patients who arrive late. 


“Oh ...!” The nurse’s expression turned to one of mild perturbance 
— as though she had expected someone clse. “But you’re not... may I 
help you?” 

“Bellingham ...” said Cass. “I have an appointment.” 


The nurse’s jaw dropped momentarily. She looked down at her 
appointment book running her finger over a list of names. She looked 
up slowly. her face taking on the appearance of one in total shock: 
“Cas-per... Bellingham... ?” 


“Vd rather you called me ‘Cass’ — it’s much more... like . . . suitable. 
Don’t you agree?” said Cass, wrinkling her nose. “I’m sorry I'm late — 
couldn’t find a place to park.” 


The nurse forced a thin-lipped smile of sorts: “Well, it is difficult 
sometimes.” She continued smiling as she edged cautiously around to 
the partly open consulting-room door, her pristine uniform rustling like 
a handful of starched tissue paper. A soft tap-tap on the oaken panelling 
elicited a rather gruff response from within. As the door swung wide, she 
turned and motioned for Cass to enter. 
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“Doctor Patewaner has been waiting for you.” She looked at the doc- 
tor: “Doctor, this is Casper... er, Cass Bellingham.” 


“Super!” Cass whispered as she side-stepped past the befuddled nurse. 


The consulting room reminded Cass of a Hollywood set. Such con- 
formity ... appointments . . . furniture of dark oak upholstered in coal 
black leather accented with brass studs. A huge desk .. . bare except for 
a rather noisy clock set in a large oyster shell supported by gilded cher- 
ubs, and a black plastic eight-ball pen-holder. Behind the desk was a 
solid wall of books which, while they might have had their intended im-— 
pressive effect on others, served only to further reduce Cass” already sig- 
nificant lack of faith in the likes of Dr. Patewaner — and their craft. 
Golly. Cass thought, if he needs all those hide-bound reference tomes 
he can't really be too sure of himself... it’s all so... hokey! 


Dr. Patewaner was sitting forward with his legs crossed, elbow-to- 
knee, thumb-to-chin on the edge of an overstuffed chair near the head 
of a typical psychiatric couch — also overstuffed, tufted and buttoned in 
black leather matching the other pieces. Dr. Patewaner was a short man, 
Cass guessed, about fifty-five and balding. He wore a dark gray three- 
piece suit, a white shirt and blue tie. His shoes were black. His gray 
socks, Cass was quick to notice, were covered with tiny flecks of lint. 


The doctor made no move or gesture of any kind. 


“Hi!” said Cass flashing her small white teeth in a devastating smile 
us she unbuttoned her fun-fur coat: “Don’t bother getting up!” 


Dr. Patewaner dropped his head slightly and looked over the top of 
his glasses: “Are you always late?” 


“Gosh no,” said Cass stripping off her coat, “only when I’m not on 
time!” 


“That's significant, you know.” 


“What’s significant about taking my coat off?” said Cass, tossing the 
fluffy Nama onto a vacant chair. 


“I mean that your being late is significant.” 
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“Oh, that! Certainly . . . significantly significant . . . indicates that I 
shouldn’t expect to park a Lincoln in a city full of Volkswagens — do you 
drive, Doctor... parking is tragic in this neighborhood.” 


“Very well young lady — man!” Dr. Patewaner corrected himself. 
“Please lie on the couch and make yourself comfortable. I'd like to take 
down your particulars.” 


I'll bet you would, Cass thought as she repressed a grin, sat and swung 
her legs up turning to flop against the raised back of the couch. As an 
afterthought she reached forward, took off her shoes and dropped one 
beside the couch; she suspended the other over the floor by its heel on 
her outstretched index finger and let it swing from side to side. From 
her almost horizontal position she could see only Dr. Patewaner’s right 
shoe — in order to see his face she would have to raise herself on her right 
elbow and turn her head. 


“Relax,” said the doctor — his pencil noisily scratching on a steno- 
graphic pad. “How old are you?” 


“Yam relaxed,” Cass replied, smiling inwardly at the triteness of it 
all, “and you shouldn’t ask a lady her age,” she added. Her gaze wander- 
ed about the strangely quiet room as she waited for him to continue 
whatever it was that he was going to continue, and her attention was 
drawn to the doctor’s shoe which occasionally twitched unrhythmically 
off to her right. “Why do you wear shoes with built-in lifts, Doctor — 
Adler’s aren’t they?” 


The doctor ignored Cass’ question, paused momentarily and then: 
“Tell me why you came to see me!” 


“Because my father sent. . . almost forced me — ” Cass swung her own 
shoe back and forth. “You know you shouldn’t be concerned about 
being short — like lots of men are below average in stature and they don’t 
all go around in Adler’s things.” 


“Why do you suppose your father sent you?” 
“Probably because he can’t cut . . . doesn’t like the way I dress. He 
has this thing about clothes — do you think you won't make it if you’re 


short?” 
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“Does your mother say anything about your clothes?” 


“Sometimes — she likes them — but it’s mostly Daddy; he has some- 
thing grim to say almost every day!” 


“Why did you come to my office dressed like that?” 


“Good grief Luv!” said Cass, springing up onto her elbow and turn- 
ing to the doctor. “Does it embarrass you — what’s wrong with a sweater 
and a tweed skirt in mid-afternoon in the winter — don’t answer — let me 
guess; you don’t like mini-skirts or you think my fun-fur too funky.” 


“I think you know what I mean,” the doctor suggested, disdainfully 
serious. 


5) 


“It's the mini...’ 


o) 


“Come, come now...’ 


“Well, which?” Cass asked dropping back on the couch — still swing- 
ing her chunky-heeled spectator back and forth. “The fur . . . these 
shoes... ?” 

“Tell me what — ” 

“Yeeps!” Cass cried — interrupting. “I suppose you're like Daddy. 
You think I should wear a suit and tie. Ah, Doctor P., but then you 
would have been even more embarrased because I really look like some- 


thing else in a man’s suit . . . this blonde hair and all — it’s not a wig you 
- know. I do have a cute pant-suit thing though. I could have worn that.” 


“Why didn’t you wear a regular suit?” 

“Like I said, I didn’t want to embarrass you.” 

“Nothing embarrasses me, young ma. . . lady — man!” 
“Why don’t you call me ‘Cass’?” 

“Casper... !” 
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“No... just ‘Cass.’ But I’m surprised that nothing embarrasses you; 
that’s significant you know. Golly — ” up on her elbow again “ — that 
really is significant! Lack of a basic emotion . . . sensitivity . . . but why 
... why did you get uptight about my coming dressed this way?” 


“T wasn’t... uptight!” 


“Then .. . gosh! Why bring it up at all — or do you always discuss 
your patient’s sartorial effects?” 


The doctor blew his nose in a large white handkerchief which he 
stuffed back into his pocket with much ado: “Let’s move on to some- 


thing else.” 


“Yes, let’s. .. ” said Cass making herself comfortable. ““What would 
you like to rap now?” 


“Tell me about... the... will you please drop that other shoe — try 
to cooperate — tell me, do you really believe that you are a girl?” 


Cass let the shoe slide off her fingertip, dropping it softly to the car- 
pet. “Well — ” wrinkling her brow thoughtfully “ — no, I don’t believe 
it — I know it! I feel like a girl.” 

“Can you prove to me that you feel like a girl?” 


“Yes — but I’m not going to. You'll just have to take my word for it.” 


Dr. Patewaner, nonplussed, changed his approach: “You're not con- 
tent, are you?” 


“Who is?” Cass retorted. “You’re not content .. . you change your- 
self — make yourself taller... shave your natural beard .. . and more — 
heaven only knows what else you’re into. It’s all a matter of degree, 
Luv!” 


“Perhaps, but as you know, your father is deeply concerned about 
your transvestic activities. How do you feel about that?” 


“Terrible,” Cass replied. “I’m worried.” 


“Are you being facetious?” 
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“Golly no, Doctor,” said Cass. “I'm really worried. I’m afraid Daddy 
needs help. He reacts so strangely .. . gets so uptight about my clothes. 
I used to think it was just the bills from the department store and like 
that but now I’m not so sure — there’s something deeper troubling him. 
It seems silly I know, but you must try to understand him.” 


“Well now ... what I mean is that... . it’s not... he’s worried about 
you being a transvestite. Are you worried about being a transvestite?” 


“Why do you use that word Doctor — its use can hardly be justified 
nowadays with unisex clothes and such. But to answer your question, 
no — I'm not worried at all. I would be worried if I had to go around in 
men’s clothes — I look . . . weird. Anyone who saw me that way would 
freak out! Golly Doc. what do I look like to you... like... . if you didn’t 
know — tell the truth?” 


“Well... you appear to be a girl.” 

“Good grief! Go on... what kind of girl?” 

“Er, well... avery lovely, young attractive girl.” 

“Oh, wow — do I look like a man at all?” 

“No.” 

“Then stop asking nutty questions!” 

“All right ...!” Dr. Patewaner snapped. He paused and looked at the 
ceiling, his left foot pounding deeply into the carpet. ‘‘Tell me about 


your early years — what do you remember most vividly?” 


“Well... let’s see... I was small — a mere child in fact.” Cass went 
on: “Doctor Patewaner, why did you never marry?” 


“Never mind that — go on about your childhood.” 


“I went to school. Perhaps you never married because you have some 
sub . .. I mean unconscious deep-seated feeling of insecurity .. . infer- 
iority .. . being short and like that. Did you ever give that any thought?” 


“Did you like school?” Dr. Patewaner tried to keep the conversation 
on course. 
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“Yes. I had a very happy childhood — except that I was made to dress 
as a boy — not my bag at all. That was probably a traumatic experience 
— right?” 

“What else can you remember?” 

“IT grew up.” 


“Hmmm...! 


Cass burst into laughter: “Oh golly, | wondered when you were going 
to get around to saying ‘hmmm’ — it’s so hokey!” 


“Did you ever have any other strong... traumatic... ” Dr. Pate- 
wanter stopped in the middle of his question and sat silently for a few 
moments. His pencil tap-tap-tapped on his note-pad. “How do you 
know I’m not married?” 

“Oh, that’s easy,” said Cass. “You have lint on your socks. Married 
*men seldom have that — I’ll never let my husband go to the office in poxey 
socks!” 

TWStewn., 


“Weren't you ever... involved?” Cass asked. 


Dr. Patewaner reflected for a while and then: “Well... there was a 
PU ONCE 


“Yes,” Cass prompted, ‘go on.” 

“We went to school together.” 

“Did you love her very much?” 

“Yes,” Dr. Patewaner spoke quietly, “we were to marry.” 

“Don’t tell me you chickened out?” 

“No, she ran off with a used-car salesman — ” he snapped out of his 


brief reflective mood, then, speaking brusquely — “but we’re not here to 
discuss that. Let’s move on to something else. Sex.” 
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“Groovey,” said Cass, settling back on the couch. “Did you have an 
affair with this girl?” she whispered, eyeing the closed door. “Did you 
carry-on with her?” 


“Of course not!” the doctor snapped. 


“Oooh .. . !” Cass squealed — up on her elbow again. “You have a 
thing about sex too .. . poor thing. . . living all alone . . . go one to talk 
to about it — no wonder you're all hung-up!” 


“I’m not hung-up!” 


“You are so! And you'll have to admit to it if I’m going to be of any 
help to you Doctor Patewaner,” said Cass sitting up and swinging her 
legs off the couch. She wiggled her feet into her shoes and stood up: 
“Here, why don't you lie down and tell me all about it!” 


Dr. Patewaner meekly handed his stenographic pad to Cass, got up 
and stepped to the couch. He settled down and folded his hands on his 
stomach. 


“Tsk!” Cass exclaimed — taking the doctor’s place in the black leather 
armchair. “Pll bet you’re so wrapped up with the problems of others 
that you have no time to think about your poor self — nothing worse 
than a neglected Id. You probably think everyone’s far worse off than 
you and you think — only think — that you have nothing to be concerned 
about. All these nuts coming in here asking you to make them better .. . 
sapping your strength .. . gimme .. .gimme . . . and not ever thinking 
to ask you how you feel . . . poor dear. Golly, it’s a lucky trip for you 
that I came in — and that’s the royal] truth — you now have a chance to 
partake of my infinite compassion. I’m going to do all I can for you — 
how does that grab you?” 


“Groovey —” said Dr. Patewaner sleepily — “a real gas!” 
Cass ripped off the page of doodles the doctor had made on the pad, 


squashed it into a ball and fired it across the office into a tarnished brass 
garbage pail. “Ready — now, what seems to be the problem?” 
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SOMETHING'S GOT TO GIVE! 


Yes, something does because I can’t be in two places at once. This 
little piece is by way of warning you not to be panicked by delays in pub- 
lication and receiving things for the rest of this year. It’s going to be a 
busy year for me and when I’m in one place I can’t be somewhere else or 
be doing other things. Here is what is lined up for me from May | on. 
May 6 - 12 American Psychiatric Association convention — 

Honolulu. 
May 31 - June 4 Society for Scientific Study of Sex meeting in Las 
Vegas to read a paper on TV-TS differentiation. 


June 23 - 25 American Library Association Convention Las Vegas 
—~ invited to speak on Sunday the 24th 
June 15 - 21 Middlewest trip to give seminar at Institute of Sex 


Research (Kinsey) in Bloomington, Ind. and prob- 
ably make some appearances in Chicago on the way. 
St. Louis on the way back to consult with Psychia- 
trists at Washington University in St. Louis about 
joint research. 


Aug. 25 (or thereabouts) Leave for Europe but will do appear- 
ances in the States on the way. 

Sept. 8 - 10 Dubrovnik, Yugoslavia for Erickson Foundation 
Seminar on Transexualism. 

Sept. 19 Due in Beirut, Lebanon, for beginning of Middle 
Eastern tour. Ending in Athens Nov. 5. 

Nov 6 - 18 (approximately) In Copenhagen, Paris and London 


meeting with FPE groups in all three places. 

It should be clear that this pretty well breaks up the year. I will do my 
best to get issues of TVia and Supplements to the FPE Directory out in 
the intervals in between but since one has to depend on printers, etc, it 
is hard to keep an eye on things when you are away. So, if you don’t get 
as prompt service as you are used to, you will know why. Mary works 
about twelve hours straight on the one day she can give to Chevalier, 
and when I am gone this is not enough as the things that I usually do she 
has to take on extra such as making up deposits, going to bank, making 
up and mailing the commercial shipments, checking up on the printer, 
filling the postal meter at the P.O., etc. She will, of necessity, fall behind 
but she will do the best she can as she always has so bear with her, please. 

If too much time goes by and you wonder if we got an order or if it 
was shipped, ask the question on a postcard so all she has to do is say yes 
Or no or give a date, etc., and mail it back. Don’t make her pour through 
a long letter to find out your question and then to take time to write a 
letter in return. — Virginia 
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Dear Virginia: 


As I read more of your publications I just know that I am the type of 
person they are intended for. | see my own pattern of development re- 
flected in the “True Experiences” and my own fantasies in the fiction. 
I have been dressing for many years and long ago made peace with my- 
self. In self-analyzing my feelings, | have independently reached many 
of the same conclusions espoused in your editorial — in particular — 
it is femininity I am striving for. I have tasted the forbidden fruit, found 
it delicious and | want more. 


While 1 have known of the existence of Chevalier Publications for a 
number of years I did not realize that your literature matched my inter- 
ests so well until | found some in a bookstore while visiting Cleveland 
over a year ago, and picked up your fabulous “How To Be A Woman 
Though Male” book and one issue of TVia. From then on, the only thing 
that made me hesitate in subscriging was the matter of security. Until 
now, I have told no one, not even my wife. Well, your policy statements 
have gained my confidence, and I hope that getting a PO Box has solved 
the difficulty of receiving strange mail at home. 


My main problem is that I find my urge to dress increasing and the op- 
portunities decreasing. The resulting frustration is driving me up the 
wall. And, you might say, now that the “girl within” sees a chance to 
show her pretty face to other FP girls with reasonable safety, she won't 
give me any peace until she gets out. Yes, | do want to join FPE. Please 
send an application form. Thank you — I appreciate your efforts to 
bring us together. 


Sincerely, 
Winnie, N. Y. 
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Dear Virginia: 


This last Thursday my first three copies of TVia arrived and I have 
literally devoured them. Yes, you were very understanding in choosing 
Vols. 73, 74, and 75. I will never be able to express on paper the feelings 
of relief, understanding and encouragement that you, through TVia 
have brought to me. I am sure you will know and can understand my 
feelings of shame, guilt, fear of being discovered, etc., all of which have 
been related and discussed in TVia. The loneliness of it all was the worst 
part. The feeling that I was some type of weirdo, queer, oddball — the 
feeling that no one else feels the same as I do — this is what bore down 
on me most. Joy Lynne’s history (“You’ve Come A Long Way, Baby” 
TVia No. 75, page 48) could have been written by me. And Georgette’s 
letter (TVia No. 74, page 68) just about expressed everything I have felt 
but have been unable to relate to anyone ever. 


While I did tell my wife of my FPia before we were married, she felt 
that she could make it “blow away”. However, she does allow me to 
wear panties and nightgowns. This latter allowance was made just re- 
cently. I have not yet shown her my three copies of TVia. Maybe, this 
evening, after the kids are in bed and we can slip into “something com- 
fortable”’. 


Thank you for all your help, Virginia, until the next time my warmest 
best wishes. 


“py 


Dear Virginia: 


Contemplating your point about we FPs being able to unlock the rest 
of ourselves — the other half — I believe that there are many paths that 
many people follow to this goal. 


Take artists, for example. If a person had the training and opportun- 
ity and the skill, he may find himself trying to express his complete per- 
sonality through an art form. I think that there are enough examples in 
painting, writing, music and all the rest that would attest to the fact that 
men have found the chance to express gentleness, emotion and beauty 
through their work. It is interesting to note that although such mani- 


66 


[ransvestia 


festations are more culturally accepted than ours, many artists are still 
considered outcasts from society because they do not fit in. Also I think 
if one knew a great deal about some of the great artists, it might prove 
true that much of the fabled self torture is a result of feeling unable to 
be directly in touch with their complete selves. We, perhaps, are luckier 
for having found a direct way to be all that we are rather than abstract- 
ing it. 


Another example is religious pursuits. Most holy men, in any religion, 
wear robes, some wear beads and flowers. Most renounce sex which 
could be seen in the light of trying to escape the ultimate in “gender 
casting” (The act of physical sex has always been closely tied up with 
gender roles). They speak of love and emotions in a manner which few 
layman can without feeling embarrassment. Here, I think, the goal of 
wholeness probably could be broadened beyond what most people think 
of in terms of masculine-feminine, but it seems to me that the wholeness 
of which you speak is about the same. Again, being a holy man of any 
religion is a matter of inclination, just as it is with us. I think too, that 
FP is a better path for those of us who follow it. Indeed for every per- 
son there is a pathway. 


Long before I called myself transvestite, I was asked why I did not 
follow my talents as a musician and I replied, “my whole life is an art 
far too demanding to specialize so intensely in an abstraction.” I’m be- 
ginning to understand the significance of that. 


In my saner moments, when not chased by the cultural doubts concern- 
ing a male being a woman, I am truly proud to wear a dress and wig and 
makeup and all the rest. You are the only other FP that I have ever 
knowingly met, yet because of you and those who words I’ve read in 
TVia, I feel pretty lucky to share this path with such courageous women. 


Love, 
Alicia 


Dear Virginia: 


For three years and for reasons I will describe later, I have been al- 
most totally inactive. I have not corresponded, attended any meetings, 
or even dressed. This was not because I wanted to, it was really a com- 


67 


[ransvestia 


bination of my job, my wife’s turning from acceptance to complete an- 
tagonism, and other interests which | threw myself into, to compensate 
for this loss. 


Many of you would say it couldn’t or shouldn’t be done. Perhaps not, 
but other than reading some of the back issues of TVia and occasion- 
ally sleeping in a nightgown I have refrained. Why? Well, I love my wife 
very much, it was about to break us up and had this occurred I would 
probably have lost my job (a good one) as well as the possible loss of the 
love and affection of my three children. Since I have always led a highly 
disciplined life in childhood, school, military service and have a high 
degree of self-discipline in my work, I decided to try to refrain. I didn’t 
say cured or quit. | merely decided to try to refrain from dressing. No, 
I didn't burn up my wardrobe. | kept it locked in a special closet that I 
built in our house — (I think she suspects what is in it but has never 
asked), along with my library of TVias. 


My desires haven’t gone away. | have had to be satisfied with many 
pleasant memories and of course fantasies — my own and those pro- 
vided by TVia. Where does this all lead — well enclosed is my subscrip- 
tion, renewal of which is one indication. 


As I write | am dressed and have been enjoying keeping house for a 
few days while she is away. Needless to say this has been ecstasy and | 
have been dressed 24 hours a day for the past week except for two six- 
hour periods that my brother managed to do some work. 


My greatest dream would be for my acceptance by my GG. At one 
time she accepted and helped in every way, but all the time I think she 
thought it would go away — and one day she could stand it no longer. 
She blew up and has since refused to discuss it. Perhaps you will say I 
am just a weak sister — perhaps | am — but I love her, my family and my 
job. I am going to try again to reach an understanding because I need 
the tranquility that my transformation brings about. The past three 
years have caused me great problems at home and at work. Problems 
that didn’t exist when I was able to express my femmeself. 


Virginia you may not recall but my history was some dressing in my 
teens, but then none until 1 was over 40 and hadn’t realized what trans- 
vestism was or that there were others, etc. After learning of TVia you 
helped me greatly to accept myself, remove guilt, introduced me to FPE 
and “friends”. (Incidentally I have maintained my FPE membership 
during my inactivity.) 
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From the above “over 40” for about ten years I was a happy, produc- 
tive and loving individual. My work was never better and our marital 
relations were great. | was more understanding and | stopped chasing 
other women. Incidentally | think I was chasing them because I had not 
found myself. After learning what I was, who I was and accepting it, 
I became a much more balanced, well-rounded individual. So nothing 
could make me happier than the acceptance and help of my wonderful 
GG (she is wonderful in every other way). How I would love to take her 
to the next FPE meeting. 


With much love and appreciation to you, Virginia, and perhaps this 
letter will explain to my friends why I haven’t been in touch. 


Rita 13-N-] FPE 


Dear Virginia: 


After watching your interview on the morning exchange on Channel 
5 TV in Cleveland in November | obtained a copy of your book from 
the library and my wife and I spent the next two weeks reading it to- 
gether. . 


My long kept secret was finally revealed and I feel reborn. More im- 
portant, the relationship between my wife and I has gaied new strength 
— we’ve never been happier. 


I could write much more but suffice it to say that we are grateful to 
you for what you’ve done and are doing to educate and help FPs and 
their families. 


I would like to receive your magazine and would appreciate advice 
as to subscription cost, etc. Thanks again and keep up the good work. 


“G” Ohio 
——> 8 =___— 
A Chickie with voice sweet and mellow 
Warmed all the guy’s hearts with her “hello” 
Surely startled they'd be 


If her true self they’d see — 
For this chickie like them was a fellow. 
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THE LURE OF SURGERY 


i by Virginia 


More and more IJ hear of or hear from or meet persons who talk sex- 
reassignment surgery. In almost every case it makes me very sad. I have 
met a few whom I think would be truly benefitted by it and I would sup- 
port and recommend it, so I am not dead against surgery but some of 
these people will make truly grotesque truck-driver type women but 
they can’t see it. FPs are well known for living in fantasy worlds and 
their “mirror on the wall” is quite likely to tell them that they “are the 
fairest of them all”. And even if their eyes belie this conclusion itdoesn’t 
penetrate to their brain so they see this ‘““woman” in the mirror and de- 
cide that that is the way they want to live for the rest of their lives. Well, 
since I made that decision too, though I don’t get too impressed by what 
the mirror tells me, I can’t really fault others who want to live as women. 


What really is sad and which bothers me every time I make contact 
with somebody who considered himself a “TS”, is their idea that the 
only way to be a woman is to lose the penis and acquire a vagina — 
from a plus something that sticks out to a minus something that sticks 
in. It truly is sad that people fasten their identity to what is between their 
legs which very few other people are ever going to see anyway. So since 
they are seldom called on to “prove” their sex anatomically why do they 
need it changed to “prove” to themselves that they have changed their 
gender? Way back in issue No. 60 we had about seven articles includ- 
ing one from someone who had gone through surgery. This issue was 
put out to try to lay the matter out so all interested parties could really 
evaluate the situation. Happy to say that it succeeded in bringing quite 
a few to a more realistic view of the whole thing. Although that issue is 
out of print those seven articles were printed up in a small pamphlet 
titled “SEXUAL IDENTITY vs. GENERAL IDENTITY.” These 
pamphlets can be had for the cost of printing them — 50 cents — just 
ask for the G. I. pamphlet. 


70 


ransvestia 


The point to be stressed over and over again is that “being” a wo- 
man really has no direct connection with one’s sexual anatomy. You 
can be a “woman” regardless of what is between your legs and nobody 
knows this better than Mary and I. I have sarcastically been referred 
to in other publications as “Fearless Leader”, an appelation that I have 
no love for and don’t try to deserve. Except in this one area. I wish more 
of those who talk surgery would follow my lead. They would find that 
womanhood is a life style, a way of living in relation to other people, a 
set of attitudes, patterns, even stereotypes. The fact that most women 
are female has little to do with it. There are females who are born with- 
out a vagina, there are genitally normal females who never have sex with 
a male all their lives and neither of them feels less a ““woman’”’ for it. 
Why do the so-called TSs hang their whole self concept on the genitials? 
It’s ridiculous. 


If, as many homosexual TSs do, you plan to become a prostitute then 
rearranging your body in order to meet the competition might be looked 
upon as good business. If others in the same business paint their stores, 
offer free lunches, and have television sets in the corner you had better 
do likewise or you won't last long. So, if your business to be, is sexually 
serving males, then a vagina is a handy little gadget. But if that isn’t 
your purpose then the whole surgical bit is unnecessary, undesireable, ex- 
pensive, painful, often unsatisfactory and dangerous. YOU, the real 
SELF resides in your head not in your loins. Investigation has shown 
that a goodly number of operated male to female TSs never have sex 
with a male and others have it only a few times, find it unsatisfying and 
unfulfilling and discontinue it. So of what value is the surgery? ONLY 
AS A FULFILLMENT OF THEIR OWN CONCEPT OF WOMEN 
BEING SYNONYMOUS WITH BEING FEMALES. It is ironic that 
this is exactly what Women’s Lib complains so about — that men con- 
sider women just as sex objects, that is as people who have a place to put 
an erect penis. The so-called TS is really looking at women in terms of 
their organs rather than in terms of their personhood, a typical mascu- 
line point of view strangely enough. (When you have been over on this 
side of the street long enough it becomes very clear to you that that is 
the way it is — I’ve been a recipient of some of this attitude from men 
myself. What they don’t know won’t hurt them but it also doesn’t stop 
them from proceeding in their time-honored fashion.) 


Being a woman is great. I love it and I’m not about to revert to being 
Charles. I can’t fault others for yearning for the same satisfaction but I 
can, do and will continue to attempt in every way I can not to discourage 
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and condemn surgery in principle as some claim I do, but to try to get 
people to see |) that the only possible and logical use for a vagina is to 
receive a penis, 2) that unless you are penis-oriented (yearn for sex 
with a penis — male) before surgery you are not likely to become so after 
surgery since that attitude is in your head not in your anatomy, 3) that 
if you are so oriented beforehand you ought to learn to be happy as a 
homosexual and enjoy sex with males AS YOU ARE and forget surgery, 
4) that if you have no urge to receive a penis sexually there is no point 
in having the surgery to begin with and moreover this urge will not auto- 
matically develop just because you cut the penis off and sew a vagina in, 
and finally 5) that being a “woman” is merely a way of living your life 
and since few if any other persons other than your doctor will even know 
what’s between your legs — they judge you by how you look, act, and pre- 
sent yourself — that you yourself ought to consider yourself in the same 
way. If you look, act, feel and can project an acceptable aura of femin- 
inity and want to live that way then just do so. My book on HOW TO BE 
A WOMAN THOUGH MALE should be a very useful guide to this 
transformation. But don’t think that merely having a hole in front makes 
a lady out of you. No way!! 


I’ve talked with a number of people who wised up just in time to avoid 
the surgery and others who didn’t find out till it was all over that 95% 
of what they accomplished with surgery could have been just as well 
done without it and they would be three or four thousand dollars ahead 
not to speak of all that pain. One, who is a pretty perceptive and ana- 
lytical type, told me that now she has had surgery she is rather over- 
whelmed by a feeling of “what do I do now’? In some esoteric way she 
had expected all kinds of marvels to be bestowed on her by virtue of the 
surgery but she just found that she was only another woman in society. 
Everybody treated her as such and she had to work and put up with the 
limitations of womanhood just like the rest. She wasn’t turned on to 
males as she thought she was going to be when she was in the pre-op fan- 
tasy stage; nobody asked her to pull up her skirt and “prove” her right 
to wear dresses, and so the feeling of “What Now?”. It was sort of anti- 
climactic for her and pathetic to me. 


It is terribly tragic that these simple points of view just don’t get 
through the heads of those contemplating surgery. Their ears get plugged 
up, they only hear what they want to hear. They have preconceptions 
that are impregnable — they don’t want to know anything that might 
dissuade them and they plunge on toward the operating table like cattle 
in a stampede. The fact that some of them several years after the sur- 
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gery are reasonably well adjusted is not by itself an argument for surgery. 
When the change is an established fact you learn to live with it and they 
simply learn to live with their new gender. But they could have done that 
without surgery at all. ] conclude with the hope that some of these words 
will fall on fertile ground and make somebody take another thought 
about this “deathless suicide”. 

* 


I CAN'T GO ON FOREVER! 


Virginia 

Yes, that’s true, not only can | not go on forever from the point of view 

that everybody has to die sometime, but there is the question do I even 
want to try to go on till then. The answer is I don’t! Why? 


1) I’ve been publishing TVia for 13 years. 


2) I’ve been involved as founder, president and now as operator of 
FPE for 10 years. 


3) I’ve given dozens upon dozens of lectures, appearances, talks, etc. 
on the subject of cross dressing. I gave up notes long ago, it’s all in my 
head and I’m getting kind of tired of saying the same thing over and over. 


4) Iam now 60 years old and not getting any younger. 


5) I have a new life of my own that I want to lead which is constantly 
frustrated by the necessity of getting TVia out, of publishing stories, of 
writing letters. of keeping FPE going, of giving lectures and appearances 
ete. 


6) I'd love to have the experience of reading a few books, watching a 
few TV programs (the kind on the tube) of working in my garden or just 
lying on my patio in the sun without having to feel that | “ought” to 
be answering correspondence, or I “should” be editing stuff for the next 
issue or writing its editorial. I’m really tired of being driven by the re- 
quirements of operations that 1 have myself set up. 


7) Pm really fed up with having my motives questioned, being ac- 
cused of being a Dictator, or being narrow-minded and undemocratic, 
of being a “TV Pundit” (that’s supposed to mean a ‘know it all’), of 
being run down in other publications and by other groups which haven't 
begun to accomplish what I have done for this field in 13 years. 
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8) Of being prevented by the press of run of the mill everyday require- 
ments from having the time to write some really important articles for 
other magazines and to make what I consider important and specialized 
contributions to human understanding of sex and gender which I feel 
peculiarly qualified to do. 

9) In short of not being able to be my own boss any more; of having 
time to have my own experiences, to be able to travel freely without 
worrying about the load on Mary when I|’m gone, etc. 


10) Of having my home in a continual mess with unfinished projects, 
correspondence, articles scattered all over the place and feeling con- 
stantly pulled by all of them (as well as by the housekeeping to ““do me 
first”. 1’m a very youthful person for my age but I get kind of pooped 
from all this and the awareness that there is no way out. I don’t want to 
just quit because there are still a lot of you present readers not to speak 
of millions of as yet undiscovered FPs to whom my efforts both are and 
might in the future be important. So what to do? 


Well this piece is written to see if there are any of you out there suf- 
ficiently interested in this field that you might want to take it over. One 
of the limitations is that I have a considerable investment in stock even 
at cost which would have to be taken into consideration. Another is 
whether I would feel that any such interested party had both the ability 
and the love of her sisters to really handle the situation as I’d like to see 
it go. Of course I hasten to reassure everybody reading this that under 
no circumstances would I break my word to you concerning personal 
name, address and other personal information. None of this would be 
given to a successor without your permission to do so. That is a flat con- 
dition. If I should find someone interested and able to take over and we 
worked out some sort of a deal it would be announced to the reader, the 
nature and talents of the person discussed and you would be asked 
whether your records should be turned over to him. If you said no they 
wouldn't be. 


But relax, there is nothing imminent at the moment. I’m just prompted 
to write this piece to acquaint you all with the fact that as I said I neither 
can nor want to go on forever and to see whether there are any potential 
successors among you. If there are let me hear from you. This afternoon 
I was bushed after writing the editorial about non-understanding wives 
and actually went out and lay down on the couch for a half hour and 
was bugged the whole time by the awareness that I had to get the rest of 
this issue put together this weekend. But it would have been so nice just 
to casually fall asleep — zz — zz!!! What am I saying!! 
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Slowly but surely, the world seems to be getting the message that we 
TV’s aren’t ALL bad. Along with other minority groups, we profit from 
a much more liberal attitude toward what was once taboo in print and 
on the screen. And, though we may be far from ideal acceptance, we 
seem to be making progress. 


The new awareness of sex has benefited us in many ways, though most 
of us know that our proclivity extends beyond the bounds of Eros. 


Other phenomenon of the times have helped our image. 


However, my purpose is not to trace the roots of this change but to 
consider one specific example. In it, I was surprised to note that we were 
more than merely tolerated; some rather nice things were said about us. 


Last year, Mr. Parker Tyler wrote a book called “SCREENING THE 
SEXES” (Holt, Reinhart and Winston, publishers). It is a fascinating 
study of the role Sex (with a capital “S”) played in motion pictures since 
their beginning. 
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What makes Mr. Tyler’s work worthwhile is the fact that he does a 
great deal more than simply report who did what to whom in which 
movie. He comments. He wonders why. Many of his conclusions are 
stunning. 


He gets around to us in a chapter called, “TRANSVESTITES — 
SACRED, PROFANE AND NEUTERIZED.” 


On the historical side, I was surprised to learn that in the history of 
motion pictures, there have been many films making effective use of men 
dressed as women. 


In the silent days, the renouned female impersonator, JULIEN EL- 
TINGE made several popular films. 


“CHARLIE’S AUNT” was a perennial favorite and was brought to 
the screen several times. 


Well-known stars in female attire have included LON CHANEY in 
“THE UNHOLY THREE” and the great LIONEL BARRYMORE in 
“THE DEVIL DOLL.” 


WILLIAM POWELL, CARY GRANT, ALEC GUINESS, PETER 
SELLERS and many more have donned skirts to face the camera. 


In the early years, the closest Hollywood came to a portrayal of trans- 
vestism as we know it was in United Artists’ 1940 production of “TURN- 
ABOUT.” In this adaption of THORNE SMITH’s hilarious novel, 
CAROL LANDIS and JOHN HUBBARD played a husband and wife 
who quarreled over who had the easier life. A mysterious power grants 
their wish to reverse roles. They do with the resultant confusion. 


While his historical background is most interesting, it is Mr. Tyler’s 
commentary that gives us serious food for thought. 


He displays evidence of a broad understanding when he says, “In be- 
ing heterosexual as well as homosexual, transvestism cements the basic 
sexes into a stream of full, constant and fluid variations that develops new 
forms quite aside from surgical trans-sexualism.” 


Does he observe something in us that we sometimes overlook in our 
own subjective observations? 
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From the surrounding text, I gather that Tyler is aware that we possess 
a COMBINATION of male and female that has the potential to become 
an entity until itself — not a “Third Sex” but a new form that contains 
parts of both. 


Back to the movies. 


The classic presentation of transvestism for fun is still BILLY WILD- 
ER’s 1959 production of “SOME LIKE IT HOT.” With beautiful 
MARILYN MONROE as their innocent foil, JACK LEMMON and 
TONY CURTIS pull off the switch in such an innocent fashion and 
with such strong plot motivation as to remove any onus from the sight 
of men in skirts. 


Again, Mr. Tyler sees value beyond the complex and often hilarious 
plot. He feels that the dress and make-up are so well done that they do 
not call attention to themselves for themselves. Poorly done, these ele- 
ments could have caused uneasiness in the viewer. 


We were free to abandon ourselves in the adventures of the princi- 
pals, trusting that we would not be embarrassed later. 


Is there a lesson here for TV’s in general? 


Obviously, “SOME LIKE IT HOT” had a profound effect on Parker 
Tyler’s thinking on transvestism. This one film moved him to comment 
“I think the United States may be the only place where such a fun game 
survives in such a pure and primitive state. It’s just possible that we of 
the U.S. harbor the headquarters of the heterosexual female imperson- 
ator.” 


We are told that women disguised as men in films are rarer. But there 
have been some notable examples. 


In “SYLVIA SCARLET,” KATHERINE HEPBURN impersonated 
a young man. So did GRETA GARBO in “QUEEN CHRISTIANA” 
and MARLENE DIETRICH in “MOROCCO.” And, there were others. 


But, perhaps because this activity is less extraordinary in real life, it 
is less interesting as a fictional device. 


This is not to say that films have not presented masculine women in 
their long history. 
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It doesn’t take much effort to recall the scores of Leading “Ladies” 
who assumed the male role to guide make-believe business empires and 
dazzle the gents with their cool-eyed, emotionless approach. 


Who could storm through the offices better than ROZ RUSSELL? Who 
could out-tough an icy-hearted city editor more convincingly than 
BARBARA STANWYCK? 


What was beneath these characters? 


Is it, as Tyler says, “that all strenuous efforts by womanhood to find 
equity with men produce an explicit moral masculinization of the fe- 
male? If, on the other hand, the modus vivendi of women be to dis- 
courage femininity as a specific occupation, then they are automatically 
masculinizing themselves, racing towards a sober-sense unisex. 


As the motion picture captures the times more vividly than any other 
medium, it is of more than passing interest to note that ttansvestism 
has had its place. We might wish for more; but it is important to note 
that the number of portrayals of TV-ism in the negative have been min- 
imal. There is hope that the future will deal us an even more favorable 
life on the silver screen. 


The recent British production of “I WANT WHAT I WANT,” 
though it dealt with a trans-sexual, was certainly sympathetic. 


Perhaps as a reminder to future film-makers, Mr. Tyler speaks again, 
“With proper humility, controversialists of sex must realize that society 
is a vast complex of deceptive appearances known as ‘CONVEN- 
TIONS’.” 


When there is less need to fortify these conventions, what can be the 
future attitude towards TV’s? Will there be a day when the emphasis 
on convention is no longer in style? How close are we now? 


I was tremendously impressed to find such a thorough and sympathetic 
commentary on this aspect of our life in such a general treatise. 
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Not only does Mr. Tyler seem to understand the phenomenon of the 
heterosexual TV, he presents it as a more positive force than one might 
expect. One is led to believe that he sees us as a rather natural force re- 
sisting the pull of society to an unrealistic state of “total masculinity.” 


He closes our chapter with a quotation from André Breton, the French 
poet and artist. Since it might have been taken from the fantasies of any 
of us, I felt it would be a good thought with which to leave you now: 


“TI would like to change my sex as freely and as often as I change my 
shirt.” (Of course he really meant his gender-role. — Virginia) 


IF YOUR BOYSELF WEARS GLASSES 
. YOUR GIRLSELF NEEDS THEM TOO. 
4. GIVE HER THE CONSIDERATION A LADY DESERVES 
| GET HER A PAIR OF BEAUTIFUL FEMININE GLASSES 


We offer compiete optical service 
at reasonabie prices. Over 300 styles 


CALL FOR AN APPOINTMENT 


ASK FOR ELLIOTT AND SAY THAT YOU ARE A 
FRIEND OF VIRGINIA. 


We have private fitting rooms and are understanding 
of the needs of TVs. No embarrassment or complications 


D. N. Moriey-— Regal Opticians 
2026 West 6th St. 
HUbbard 33950 
Los Angeles 


Courtesy Parking 4 doors east at Union Service Station on 6th St. 


LIMERICKS 


An executive whose work was too pressing 
Would ease it in time by his dressing 

And by his slick make up 

His office he’d shake up 
When leaving she left them all guessing. 
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— — — LAFEMME FACIAL SALON — — — 
ELECTROYSIS e FACIALS e MAKEUP CONSULTANT 


You owe it to your Femmeself 
to let her look her loviiest. 


| am well acquainted with TV's. | know their social problems. 
| can help you with yours. 


Privacy and Understanding Assured 


Piease phone for intormation 
By appointment Only 


MADAM L. de BORSODY 
350 E. 77th St. UN 1-6208 New York, N.Y. 


MAXINE NELSON R.E. 
Permanent Hair Removal — Beard, Body, Eyebrows 
Special rates for Beard Removal 
Electro Blend Method 
Available Saturdays & Evenings by Appointment 
6238 W. Manchester Blvd. Los Angeles, Calif. 90045 


in Westchester Prof. Bidg. Next to Cannon s Pharmacy 


Phone 670-8608 For Free Consultation Appt. 


ELECTROLYSIS 


PERMANENT HAIR REMOVAL 
MODERN SHORT WAVE — COMFORTABLE — MEDICALLY RECOMMENDED 
APPOINTMENTS AT YOUR CONVENIENCE 


ConvenientNE Phiiaceipnia Location 
RA-5-5878 
Call for Easy Directions Either W Busor Car 
Mrs. Blossom C. Paster 
Near Rising Sun & Cottman Near Verree & Rnawn 


PHILADELPHIA, PENNA. 19111 
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: “IT’S A NICE PLACE TO VISIT, 
BUT I DON'T WANT TO LIVE THERE” 


I’m sure that a lot of you are already saying “Oh No! Not another 
‘don’t do it’ article!” I would have said the same thing a couple of years 
ago. Fortunately however, my outlook has changed considerably since 
then. Why ? 1 will get to that in a minute, but first a little background is 
necessary. 


I am 24 years old, about 6’ tall, weigh about 170 and have been a 
practicing T.V. for about 20 of those years. I have been a member of 
FPE for four years now, an active member of Deltal and have many 
T.V. friends throughout the Eastern half of the country. I am a practic- 
ing member of a highly technical profression and am now living near 
New York City. 


About two years ago I started getting the feeling that I was more than 
a T.V. That my logical path was that of a T.S. At the time I was mar- 
ried to a girl that seemed to like my femme self as much as my male half, 
and I loved her very much! However, even this couldn’t shake the grow- 
ing desire that I had to physically become as close to female as possible. 
Naturally I began to take hormones in ever increasing doses. Gradually 
my life became more feminine. My work suffered because it was neces- 
sary to remain cool and calm in the midst of crisis and disaster, which I 
could no longer do. Therefore, 1 quit and went to work at another job at 
a much lower salary. 


That was o.k. however since preparing for the operation was the only 
important thing to me. My T.V. friends saw what was happening and 
tried to talk me out of it but to no avail. I was committed! I found a 
doctor who was willing to perform the surgery and I gradually built up 
to the maximum hormone dosage and underwent many hours of elec- 
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trolysis. Due to the strong effects of the hormones on my mind I could 
no longer work as a man and started to live as a woman full time. I got a 
job as a waitress and for a while I thought I had it made. 


About a year went by and then the surgeon told me that his colleagues 
had persuaded him not to attempt the surgery for the bad publicity it 
would bring. Naturally I was desolated. I quit my job and drove over 
1500 miles, determined to get a new start. It was in my new home that the 
first seeds of doubt began to sprout. What was I headed for? I had de- 
stroyed a marriage, a promising career and many friendships. 


I met many other T. S.s, both pre- and post-operative and found that 
this is the world that most of them live in. No friends, menial work and 
little future. After many sleepless nights I decided to return to living as 
a man and to try to resume my career. 


This wasn’t as easy as it sounds. I had spend almost two years trying 
to erase every sign of masculinity and had succeeded all too well. I was 
fired from one job after another for failing to think and act as a typical 
man. I had no job, no money and no friends. I called my former wife 
but she didn’t want me back either. It is an old saying, “When you are 
at the bottom you have no place to go but up.” I talked with Virginia 
last fall when she was in New York and as always she was a great help. 
I managed to find a good job and hold on to it. 


I also have a wonderful girl friend who has helped a lot and the fu- 
ture now looks pretty bright. I am still a T.V. although I haven’t dressed 
for a while, but the T.S. desires are now only an occasional dream of 
what might have been. 


Those of you who are now considering the operation probably figure, 
“What has this to do with me? My doctor agrees that I am a T.S. and I 
think I am too! She never was really one, but I am!” That is exactly 
the point I have tried to make! My doctors and I felt the same way! 
Under the influence of hormones and other T.S.s you have no choice 
but to feel that way. What is the answer? I don’t know, I wish I did. 
What I do know is that T.S. is not the logical end of T.V. The pleasure 
and satisfaction derived from T.V. are sufficient ends in themselves. 
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LIBERATION — 
IRGIN OF YOU 
/IEWS 

IRGINIA AND YOUR WIFE 


SE EE 


Liberation is a term much in use these days, so much so that a lot of 
people don’t give it much thought. Actually it is the theme of these times. 
Originally the word meant freeing somebody from captivity and slav- 
ery of some kind, then the army Gls used it to refer to looting of items 
from the enemy, the native population of whatever country they were in 
or even from the army supply dumps and P Xs. Then it became a political 
word with Castro and other local rebellions and wars of “national lib- 
eration”. Finally it took on the meaning of release from oppression, 
control and limitation. In this latter sense it was adopted by the wo- 
men’s movement and after them by the gay community. So today wo- 
men’s “lib” and gay “lib” are the two most common usages of it and 
they both use it to refer to release from those social factors which set 
them aside as different, isolate them from equal acceptance and oppor- 
tunities accorded to men and to “straights” and encapsulate them in 
stereotypes of behaviour and expectations which deny them the chance 
to do their own “thing” their own way. 


Your wife is a female — she is also a woman. As the latter she is the 
heir of 5000 years of civilization during almost all of which the male has 
dominated society, made up the laws both criminal, social and moral, 
and decided how people shall live, particularly women. From the begin- 
ning of man as a separate species the lesser size and strength of females 
and their obvious involvement in child birth and rearing has set them 
aside from men as being “different”. The biological differences were 
incontestable but the social, psychological and moral expectations and 
requirements laid on women were set up by men. 


The fact that males were not directly involved in the reproductive pro- 
cess except for a few moments in the beginning meant that they were left 
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| free to hunt, fight, think, create, build and achieve and this came to be 
considered natural and proper for a man. Women, being excluded by 
necessity during most of human history from enjoying these activities 
due to their being tied down to child-bearing, rearing and nurturing 
came to be considered as capable of little else. The corollary to it, in the 
minds of women themselves, was that that was their complete role in life 

and they should be happy in it. 


Women therefore find themselves limited by two concepts that have 
formed the backbone of their social existance for generations: (1) That 
men were not only bigger and stronger but that in most affairs of the 
world they were superior — by nature, not just by training. (2) That since 
all females are females by virtue of their ability to conceive and bear 
children, that was their rightful place and principal duty and obligation 
in society. 


By the nature of human beings, both male and females have a need 
to feel adequate, successful and esteemed by their fellows. Men have, 
since the beginning, accomplished these by fighting, governing, design- 
ing (machinery and buildings), operating, and manipulating things and 
people. He who did any of these things well enjoyed the fruits of social 
approval. Women were left between their biology and the two concepts 
noted above with only one route by which they might feel adequate, suc- 
cessful and approved of — namely by catching a husband and becoming 
a mother. Accepting these definitions of her place in the scheme of things 
meant also accepting the male’s idea about himself. Thus to her he be- 
came the strong, dependable, decisive, protective lover and companion 
and more particularly the living proof of her own achievement, t.e., she 
HAD caught a man and the better the man physically, socially and finan- 
cially the more effective and successful became her femininity. Converse- 
ly, not being able to bag a male for a husband, i.e., to be an “old maid” 
was for generations a fate just below death because it was mute evidence 
of her failure as a woman. 


“All right,” you say, “what has all this got to do with TVism and the 
purpose of this magazine?” “Lots,” I say, because 75% of your are mar- 
ried currently and more have been or will be and because approximately 
¥ of your wives don’t know you are an FP, another % know but 
strongly disapprove and only the final 3 accept your behavior in some de- 
gree or another. (The statistics come from my survey of 504 FPs made 
some 7 or 8 years ago and finally printed in Psychological Reports, Vol. 
31, pgs 903-17, 1972, for any who may be interested and have access to 
a library.) 
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Since all FPs would dearly like to have their wives understand and 
accept this pattern and fret and suffer considerably because for many of 
them this can never be, it is worthwhile to discuss this whole matter 
from the wife’s side. The FP knows his side of the matter only too well 
but often his strong focus on his own desires leaves him either or both 
unwilling or unable to see it from the wife’s position. 


Let me write the next section of this essay as though I were talking 
directly to an FP whose wife knows of but does not accept his FPia. He 
can’t understand her resistance. 


Your wife, my friend, is a woman as you are a man and both of you 
have been born into and brought up within a society that is rather basic- 
ally structured into gender roles with their expectations, satisfactions 
and penalties for infringement. Your argument is that you are a good 
husband, father and provider and why shouldn’t you be able to wear 
dresses, etc., if you want to as long as you don’t frighten the children or 
make a fool of yourself to the neighbors. That is perfectly logical and 
also reasonable from where you sit. But wait a minute, where does your 
wife sit? 


She has been brought up in a culture that has told her both subtly and 
directly when she was growing up that her “place” was with her man and 
that a woman was not fulfilled, not complete in her femininity unless she 
had a husband and became a mother. Not wanting to be such an in- 
complete, unfulfilled and socially penalized person she set about in her 
late teens finding herself a husband. She dressed attractively, she acted 
as a “lady” should, she learned to compliment and flatter the boys and 
to build up their egos; she made mistakes and learned from them; she 
continuously refined her concept of the kind of man she wanted and in 
the process refined and clarified her position relative to him. Finally she 
ran across you. Things went on for a time with dates, adventures and 
finally engagement and marriage. Now the question is, “why you”? 


Since I’m talking generally and not with specific knowledge of a 
specific individual I’m not going to go into the fine points but there are 
some generalizations that apply to most any woman accepting the pro- 
posal of most any man — assuming he is not just the last possible candi- 
date and she is grasping at any pair of pants. If you had not fulfilled her 
requirements for a man and her expectations for him you wouldn’t have 
been accepted when you popped the question. She had to see you in 
several things: you either had to already have or have good prospects 
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not only of a good job but of promotion and growth both in status and 
income; you had to be personable so that you would make a good im- 
pression on her family and friends; you had to project a good masculine 
image — strong, dependable, and decisive. You also had to give her the 
impression that you were tender, loving and would be a good and kind 
father to her kids. Now all of these things made up her concept of mas- 
culinity and what she expected of a man. Great! And so you were mar- 
ried! . 

Sometime after the marriage she discovers or is told that you, her 
husband, are an FP and you like to wear dresses, etc. It wasn’t so bad 
when you dressed up for Halloween or New Year’s and pranced around 
— she was rather disconcerted that you seemed to do it pretty well and 
to enjoy yourself but after all it was just a silly fun thing and of no im- 
portance. She could live with you that night and forget it the next morn- 
ing. But when it turns out that you really enjoy such capers and that you 
have for a long time back and you want to do it again and what’s more 
you want her understanding and active acceptance and participation — 
WOW, all hell breaks loose. And why not? 


Remember, I’m tlaking about the flatly unaccepting or the very re- 
luctant wives — C, D, E types. The A’s and B’s we can mention later. 
You sewed a breeze and reaped a whirlwind because your action not only 
crashed hed on into all the preconceptions, expectations, and assump- 
tions she had about you but you just about pulled out all the foundations 
upon which she had laboriously built her own self-concept, her own 
psychic security, adequacy, and social worth. You threaten her on al- 
most all levels. Should a similar (though different) catastrophy befall 
you, you would get violently upset too; but it would be in a masculine 
way. For example, if you were to find that she had been having morning 
rolls in the hay with the iceman, milkman, postman and miscellaneous 
repair men while you were away you might beat her up physically but 
you would almost certainly up and leave her then and there. Your mas- 
culine pride in “your woman” would have been so destroyed that you 
wouldn’t be able to face it and you would simply walk out. Leaving is a 
masculine way because he can always circulate around and pick up an- 
other woman — that’s the way the system works. But a wife having the 
rug pulled out from beneath her doesn’t generally walk out on the man 
but goes to great lengths from persuasion, to threats, to persecution to 
get her man back in line in order to hold the relationship together. She 
knows that going out looking for another man is not going to be easy — 
the culture says that she can’t look for, she must be looked AT and chos- 
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en by him. So there is greater probability of success in repairing the sit- 
uation at hand than in starting all over again. So she makes a scene, 
forbids you to dress now or in the future, sulks, refuses sex for a time and 
in general gives you a hard time. And you accept it of necessity but with 
profound disappointment and regret because after all you love the silly 
creature. And this becomes the beginning of a 10 or 20 year impass com- 
plete with disappointment on her part and frustration on yours. And 
why does it have to be? Why can’t she see the activity as the simple thing 
it is, after all she wears pants, etc, etc.? You and | both know all the 
logical arguments by heart. 


The problem is that she is not liberated. What she is not liberated 
from is the stereotype of man and woman that she was brought up with. 
You were her man, you were to be the strong, aggressive, dependable, 
decisive (etc.) one. She was to look up to you as being all the things that 
she, a woman, was not and could not be. And now look at her ideal — 
shattered. Her strong man, her hero, her defender, most parrticularly 
her symbol of her own fulfillment as a woman turns up wanting to wear 
petticoats and lipstick. He, in effect, is no better than a woman — one of 
those predatory creatures that she had had to compete with all her life, 
to get a man and prove that she was as good a woman as any of them. 
You have to realize that women don’t really have as close, trusting, co- 
operative relationships with other women as men have with men. So 
when you put on a dress you not only stop being her pride and joy, her 
symbol of accomplishment and fulfillment of her femininity, but in effect 
you join that band of harpies that she has been in competition with all 
her adult life. A ‘real double bind. 


As a man you attack problems with logic and you attack this one the 
same way with all sorts of persuasion, explanation, inducements, prom- 
ises, literature, examples, etc., etc. The only trouble is that being brought 
up a man you have been robbed of your emotional - intuitional tech- 
niques for dealing with situations and your recognition of situations 
which call for that kind of technique. Your wife, on the other hand, in 
being brought up as a girl wasn’t so much robbed of logical, rational 
techniques as she was deprived of the opportunities to discover, de- 
velop and perfect them while being encouraged and rewarded for being 
emotional and “‘feminine’’. Thus she has a “typically masculine rational” 
tional approach while you are taking a ‘typically masculine rational” 
approach and the two just have no common meeting ground. When you 
are both exhausted and realize that you have made essentially zero pro- 
gress with each other, you both withdraw to lick your wounds; to shed 
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a real or figurative tear for your shattered hopes and ideals, and to re- 
group your forces either for another go at arriving at a modus operandi 
or for retreat into disappointment on your part and disillusionment on 
hers. And whichever route you go it comes to a state of things that is 
not really satisfactory for either of you for years. You go underground 
and she goes into an attempt to forget and to deny that it ever happened 
or to “devoter” herself to her children more or less passing you by. What’s 
to do about it? A suggestion in a minute but for a bit let’s ask what is 
different about the A and B wives. 


Generally speaking C, D, and E wives are imprisoned within the con- 
ceptual stereotypes of masculine and feminine and the requirements and 
expectations of both. In addition they may be and often are neurotic 
in their own right for other reasons and simply do not have the emo- 
tional strength to take on a husband’s problems on top of their own. A 
and B wives are to various degrees more “liberated” from these con- 
ceptual stereotypes. They are better able to see their husband as a hu- 
man being with strengths and weaknesses as they have themselves. They 
are not so concerned with living up to specific patterns and are more free 
to explore, accept, improvise and handle new and unorthodox situa- 
tions. In short they have more freedom in their self-concept; they are 
not so dependent for their identity on being somebody’s wife and of liv- 
ing entirely through him. They may not even be as “good” a “little 
wife” as some of those that can’t stand the idea of hubby being an FP. 
it is surprising how often those with the C, D, and E wives speak highly 
of how much they love her and how she is a “wonderful wife in all other 
ways”. This is generally an unconscious tribute to the very thing that is 
causing the problem — she is fitting the stereotype so well that she comes 
over as “wonderful”. 


The A and B wives, moreover, are less likely to have intense personal 
problems — to be neurotic within themselves — they therefore have 
some psychic energy to spare to deal with their husband’s problems on 
one level or another. Such wives may never have heard of Women’s Lib- 
eration or having heard of it they may well disapprove of what they have 
heard (by the way of the media) but they are fortunately for them rather 
more liberated than the average anyway. I want to make it clear here 
that their “liberation” is simply that they are more able to escape from 
the sterotypical limitations determining what a proper “lady”, woman 
wife, mother “ought” to be. Being less caught up in these entangling 
threads they feel more freedom of movement, are less threatened by, new 
situations that are unorthodox and more able to take things in their 
stride with feelings of “to each his own”, “do your own thing”, and 
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“whatever turns you on”. Obviously an FP husband with one of these 
women is very fortunate. 


So what then can be done about the C, D, and E wives. Since logic 
and reason cannot attack their emotional problems since they are really 
stereotypic constrictions and chains laid on them by society in their 
bringing up, the only other solution is to free them at least to some de- 
gree from these constrictions. They need therefore to be, yes, let’s use 
the word, “liberated” from the confining concepts of what is “right” 
“appropriate” “proper” etc. I would suggest therefore that the FP hus- 
band begin by learning something about women's lib himself. Read 
books like Germaine Greer’s ‘““The Female Eunuch,” or Betty Freiden’s 
“The Feminine Mystique’, subscribe to MS magazine, join NOW (the 
National Organization of Women — men can belong) and in other ways 
learn exactly how women are tied down and suppressed by the male or- 
ganized culture. When you have learned something of that you will be 
better able to understand what’s inside your wife’s head. 


But since you can’t just go off and do all this by yourself the main thing 
is to take her with you, in reading, in joining, in meeting others and in 
talking between you. You need mutual “consciousness raising” as it is 
called — an increased awareness of exactly what is and has been going 
on with the “woman question” all these years. If you can get your wife 
to do this she may well begin to work her way out of the cocoon of im- 
posed femininity and to feel more secure in exploring her own self a 
bit. As she becomes more liberated within herself she is going of neces- 
sity and simultaneously to become more tolerant and less demanding of 
you simply because the stereotype that makes her what she is requires 
that you be what she needs you to be. As she breaks one set of limita- 
tions it automatically will break the other. Could be after a time if she 
shows any aptitude to study the whole phenomenon of women’s status 
and her own victimization by it that she will ease up on you. 


Consider also that for a man the strongest stereotypic binding he is 
enmeshed in is the need to be masculine, to avoid at all costs any ap- 
pearance of femininity. FPs therefore may be thought of as the vanguard 
of men’s liberation because we have met our own internal enemy “and 
she is us” — the “girl within”. As we are able to escape from the require- 
ments of masculinity and to be aware that we have made some peace 
with your own feminine self we too have begun to be Liberated. So don’t 
snicker at “Liberation.” Your wife needs it, you need it, everybody 
needs it. We need to learn to express our free, total humanity and not be 
limited by the strictures of “masculinity” and “femininity”. 
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by Virginia 


I. MATERIAL NEEDED: I spoke elsewhere of not going on forever 
but I won’t be able to go on even half of forever without material to fill 
these pages. How about it some of you budding authoresses? Make 
with the pages. We still have some fictional pieces on hand, but con- 
tributors have always been rather fewer when it comes to Histories, 
True Experiences, and Articles, Cartoons and “all stuff like that there” 
as Fibber McGee would have said. There is quite a lot of lead time nec- 
essary to be able to edit, get it to the typographer, read and correct the 
galleys, and then cut and assemble the piece into the magazine, so I 
have to get my hands on things quite a time in advance. Of course little 
odd bits and pieces are always necessary —- poems, limericks, jokes, 
etc. It is always a pain to fill up the bottom % or ofa page. So if you 
find some filler that would be enjoyed by others send it in. As I’ve often 
said, this is your magazine, if vou don’t provide the material there 
won't be one and if you don’t like what others have provided then send 
in either a comment about it or an example of what you'd really like 
to read. 


II. NEW READERS: Due to advertising, magazine articles, lecturers, 
appearances, etc. we have gotten a lot of new readers lately and many of 
them ask about meeting others. So it will be well to tell them in this 
space that we do have a group — a Sorority — Phi Pi Epsilon (FPE for 
short) that has chapters in a number of cities. The first requirement for 
joining this group is to have bought at least five issues from Chevalier 
— bookstore purchases don’t count. This is not a device for selling mag- 
azines but rather a part of our screening process. Many people buy the 
magazine once and if they find nothing in it that appeals to their par- 
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ticular persuasion they don’t buy again. But anyone who reads five 
issues and still says, “those are my kind of people, and I want in” is our 
own kind. We require the issues to be purchased from Chevalier sim- 
ply because it is the only way we have of being certain that they have 
bought and read. It is not necessary to wait for five new issues. Any 
issues will serves the purpose so back issues are as good as current ones. 


II]. NEW STORIES: Of the six books announced in TVia No. 73 as 
soon to be published, four have been published, one will probably be 
out before you get this issue and the last one (the second half of “/f You 
Can’t Like ’Em, Join ‘Em’) will follow very shortly. In addition, School- 
girl, Turnabout Party and His and Hers have been sold out and are in 
the process of being reprinted which shows how popular they were. If 
you didn’t get them the first time better order them now as | always 
print frewer on the second printing and | do not anticipate reprinting 
still a third time. 


There are a couple of other long stories in the works which will both 
probably have to be done in two volumes like “Lick ’Em, Join ’Em”. 
So you will have more to look forward to but I can’t give you any date 
to expect them because of my travel schedule referred to elsewhere in 
this issue and because I have to accumulate the capital to do it with. 
When money is tied up in unsold stock it is not available to print new 
things. However if any of you want to order in advance and help build 
up a printing fund it will be appreciated. I can’t tell for sure until the 
stories are typed and the number of pages determined but the originals 
are so long that I expect that both parts will be $5 sellers. Anyway, figure 
on that and a credit will be issued if they turn out to be less. 


IV. MANUSCRIPT PAYMENTS: Credit slips have gone out to 
those who have contributed material to any of the issues between 72 and 
76. Sometimes persons do not sign their contributions and if I don’t 
think to do so at the moment they come out of the envelope, the contri- 
bution becomes an orphan. If you contributed something for which 
payment should have been made and you haven’t gotten it please let me 
know so I can check up on it for you. 


V. CONSTRUCTIVE CRITICISM: This is always valuable and wel- 
comed. If there is something about TVia that you think should be alter- 
ed let’s hear about it. If the idea is good and others would seern to agree 
we'll make the change. I’m not wedded to the present form if somebody 
can come up with better ideas. 
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PRICE LIST 


“TRANSVESTIA” . . . A magazine written by, for and about men 
with a “Feeling for the Feminine.” Published six times a year. 

Per Copy, Issues 61 and after (all are available).................0, $5 
Per Copy, Issues prior to No. 61 IF Available.................... $4 
ATNUALSUDSCHIDUIOND ceecmh. dua dao ule ee ee $30 
“CLIPSHEET” . . . News of transvestism and impersonation around 
the world. Clippings sent in by readers reproduced for scrap books. 
Sinpleicopies: cet ..0 +. «+ 5 iakaaGataoar aa cates aoe ile Gk tack $1.50 
Four copiesiiniadVance’s, .... cimack merck ote tte Rua nn een amas $5 


SEPARATE BOOKS 


“THE TRANSVESTITE AND HIS WIFE”... . A discussion from 
both points of view. Includes many letters from understanding wives. 
Written simply, fairly and directly to help wives. parents, others to un- 
derstand. $4.50 


“HOW TO BE A WOMAN THOUGH MALE” ... A complete guide 
for the cross dresser. Everything you need to know about body altera- 
tion, clothing, jewelry, wigs, feminine attitudes, behaviour patterns, 
public conduct, legal aspects and change of status. $7.00 


“FATED FOR FEMININITY” .. . Fascinating story of a high school 
boy who wanted to be a cheer leader but ended up as school Beauty 
Queen, most popular girl and eventually bride of another pretty girl. 


Illus. $5 
“IT AM A MALE ACTRESS” .. . Reporter impersonates a star, makes 
a hit, gets contract, becomes actress, marries female star, they live as 
sisters. Hus. $5 


“TALES FROM PINK MIRROR” .. . This book was not published 
by Chevalier but is available to readers. It is a long story, profusely illus- 
trated about a boy’s conversion to a girl in a special school. Illus. $4 


“THE BIRTH OF BARBARA” . . . Paul and Amy’s marriage was fall- 
ing apart till they decided to switch roles. Paul eventually becomes Bar- 
bara, finds he likes the role, the housekeeping, the clothes. They live hap- 
pily as sisters with Amy earning the living and Barbara the housewife. 

Illus. $5 
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“THE TURNABOUT PARTY”... A neighborhood turnabout party 
with a valuable prize leads George’s wife to decide they MUST win. She 
converts George to Sally and they do and find a lot of new FP friends 
too. Illus. $8 


“IF YOU CAN’T LICK ’EM, JOIN EM”... A high school boy finds 
himself outclassed by a girl, wears her clothes as a penalty, required to 
maintain role by sisters, joins a sorority. Accepted by his family he gets 
job, meets girl, falls in love, reveals all, they become engaged. In two 
parts. 


PARTI “DOWN TO DEFEAT” Illus. $4 
PARTIIT “MARILYN MAKES IT” Illus. $4 
“SCHOOLGIRL IN THE SECRET SERVICE” . . . Two young boy 
cousins become girls, attend girl’s school to work with British Secret 
Service, which leads to many adventures as girls. Illus. $4 
“HIS AND HERS EQUALS THEIRS”... . Steven gets fed up with 


his wife’s borrowing his things, decides to show her how it is and bor- 
rows hers. Neither will give up and things progress until Steven be- 


comes Stephanie... and stays that way. $3 
MARTIN TO MARION — A novel in Three Parts 
MARTIN DISCOVERS MARION — PARTI................ $3 
MARION GOES TO NEW YORK — PARTIIL............... $3 
MARTIN BECOMES MARION — PART IIE ..............0. $3 
“CARNIVAL” ...A long novel about a boy brought up as a girl and 
her life in a carnival. Illus. $3 


SPECIAL REDUCED RATES ON BACK ISSUES OF TRANSVETIA 
Any, Grofbacksissues listed heres 2. fot cpretaes Janae’. waged: ays. $20 


The following back issues are still available: 14, 15, 18-22, 48, 49, 51, 
52, 53. Every issue is new until you have read it. 


A few issues other than those listed here have been repurchased from 
subscribers. These may be bought when available for $6 each. If we don’t 
have the issue you need put a hold on it — first come first served — and 
we will ship when it is available. 


We have retained a lending library of 3 copies of all issues of TRANS- 
VESTIA. They may be rented for $6 per copy, $4 of which is a deposit 
and will be refunded or applied to something else upon retuming the 
rented copy. This way you can read every issue from No. |. 
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Item 1. SPECIAL BRA WITH INSERTS: Nice cotton bras with 
elastic straps having a special pocket in each cup which holds a poly- 
vinyl insert. Although intended to be inflated with air, the inserts can be 
filled with a special jelly to provide softness and weight. Available in 
white only in sizes 36B and 38B only. For larger sizes, bras can be length- 
ened with special extenders available in most notions departments and 
5 & 10 stores. Inserts can be removed and used in other bras. 

BRA andINSERTS — $6 


Item 2. JELLY KIT, FOR SPECIAL BRA: Consists of two chemicals 
— one liquid the other a powder. When the powder has been soaked in 
water overnight and injected into the inserts, followed by the liquid and 
enough water to fill them properly, a soft, non-flowing jelly results. This 
may be colored to skin tones with liquid makeup. The jelly filled inserts 
give the breasts a natural softness and weight. Worn in an elastic strap 
bra they bounce and flow as one walks just like a natural breast. Full 
instructions provided suggestions for producing “cleavage”. 

JELLY KIT = $5 


Item 3. REGULAR INSERTS ALONE: For those requiring special 
bra sizes or who wish to wear inserts in bras of their own the inserts can 
be obtained separately. INSERTS PER PAIR, #4.50 


Item 4. MASTECTOMY INSERTS: For those desiring a larger bust 
it is possible to obtain the type of inserts intended for breast replacement 
after a mastectomy operation. These are larger than the regular type and 
have an extended part that fits under the arm where the lymph glands 
have been removed by surgery. This provides fullness in this area that 
no ordinary falsies of any type can give thus being more natural on a 
larger figure. INSERTS PER PAIR $4.50 


Item 5. “PRETTI PANTIES”: If you like wearing feminine things 
under pants these are a ‘must’. Nylon, lace trimmed, and with ribbons 
threaded through lace and bows. AND they have a fly front opening. 
Comfortable, pretty and practical. Sizes large and medium. Manufact- 
urer varies colors. EACH $5 
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NOTE: Items 6, 7, 8 and 9 are cut out of urethane foam plastic. They are 
supplied to you as “blanks”. That is, they are cut to size and shape but 
are left in a rough finished state to be trimmed to final smoothness and 
shape by the user. This may be done with any sharp scissors. To supply 
the items in finished smooth condition would require much more time 
and consequently a much higher price and they might still not exactly fit 
the needs of the purchasers. 


Item 6. “PHANTOM PHANNY”: Two, separate, shield-shaped plas- 
tic foam pads, beveled and made concave to fit and cover the buttocks 
cheeks. Worn under a girdle they will enhance one’s derrier to more fem- 
inine proportions. They are washable, comfortable and undetectable. 
One size only. PERPAIR $5 


Item 7. HIP PADS: Two rather oval shaped pads of foam plastic cut 
into approximately the right shape and with edges beveled. Since the 
exact shape and size desired will vary they are intentionally left in a 
rough finished condition to be further shaped, trimmed and smoothed 
to the desired contour by the wearer. Easily cut with scissors. When worn 
under a girdle they add about an inch of “hip” on each side. These are 
“wrap-around” pads, not just a narrow piece of foam worn over the hip. 
Under a girdle with the front pad (which they are designed to match 
with) they give an entirely feminine and smooth pelvic outline. 

PER PAIR _ $5 


Item 8. FRONT PAD WITH GROOVE: A “T"-shaped foam pad 
pre-shaped and beveled and with a groove and pocket in front to hold 
the male organs. Rough finished to allow for further trimming to indi- 
vidually desired shape and smoothness. Use of this pad will give the 
“flat-front” look so much desired without binding and discomfort. 
There is a “tail piece” that fits back between the legs and fills this area 
when worn under a pantie and girdle or a pantie girdle. If it is not want- 
ed it can be cut off. PAD, EACH $4 


Item 9. A small front pad designed to cover the male organs when they 
are worn tucked between the legs. Intended to be worn under bathing 
suits, shorts, tight slacks. Gives smooth rounded feminine contour. 

PAD, EACH — $3 


CHEVALIER PUBLICATIONS 
BOX 36091, LOS ANGELES, CALIF. 90036 
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Publication Policy 


TRANSVESTIA is composed primarily of material submitted by its 
readers. Fiction, articles, histories, true experiences, letters, poems, 
pictures —- all are welcome. The greater the variety of material the more 
interesting the magazine will be. Material is solicited for publication 
on the following basis: 

1. All printed material of one page or more will be paid for at the rate 
of $1 per page with the exception of pictures. The Editor must reserve 
the right to cut or edit submitted material for suitability and payment 
will therefore be made on the basis of the final printed page. No pay- 
ment will be made for material less than 2/3 of a page which will count 
as one page. Payment will be made after material appears in print. 
Manuscripts will not be bought in advance. 

2. Submitted material will not be returned unless requested and 
stamped envelope provided. 

3. Off-color material will not be printed and should therefore not be 
submitted. The Editor reserves the right to be the sole judge of suitability 
and to edit, alter, delete or refuse material when it is deemed to be in the 
best interest of the magazine. 


PHI PI EPSILON (FPE) is our social organization. After having been 
on Chevalier’s subscription lists for 5 or more issues, having read them, 
and deciding that we are your kind of people, ask for an application to 
join. Acceptance into FPE is dependant upon approval of the applica- 
tion, payment of dues and submission of an information form for use in 
the FPE Directory of Members. Admission into local chapters of the 
sorority requires an interview with the appointed interviewer for that 
group. Five or more members may form a group and can request desig- 
nation as a chapter. 


PERSON FO PERSON ADS AND REPLIES 


To protect the magazine and its subscribers from the careless, thought- 
less or foolish acts of a few it is necessary to limit correspondence service 
to members of Phi Pi Epsilon. A $2 fee is charged for each ad and $1 fee 
for forwarding all inter-member correspondence. Letters to other mem- 
bers should be sent to Phi Pi Epsilon, Box 1038, Cherry Valley, Calif. 
99223. Place. the letter to be forwarded in a stamped, sealed envelope 
with the addressees femmename and code number in pencil. Do NOT 
put your return address on it. Enclose the $1 fee. 


Ads for GOODS AND SERVICES also accepted where appropriate. 
Ask for rates. 


CHEVALIER Copyright 
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